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INVOCATION  TO  THE  MUSE.  AND 
EXORDIAL  MATTER 

Sing,  Lady,  that  sangest  erst  of  Tyrant  and  Par- 
thenopex,  of  Blanchardyn  and  Aymon's  mighty  four, 
sing,  I  say,  the  seventh  son  of  a  seventh  son,  bom 
by  yronder  in  the  seventh  month;  for  in  the  deeds 
of  such  men,  Lady,  thou  takest  thy  delight.  Sing 
greatly  upon  thine  epic  lyre  how  he  hammered 
sconces,  hacked  and  slew;  how  he  bathed  in  blood 
like  ducks  in  a  puddle;  how  he  drank  and  swore  in 
many  tongues;  how  Popes  and  Prelates,  Counts  and 
Cardinals,  Dukes  and  dicers  tumbled  at  the  wag  of 
his  finger.  Then  in  milder  measure.  Love's  roseate 
thumb  being  thy  muting-piece,  sing  of  Love  himself; 
for  love,  Lady,  as  thou  knowest,  is,  as  it  were,  the 
bath  of  heroes,  sweet  solace  after  toU.  In  the  begin- 
ning—but the  Lady  is  weary  of  this,  and  so  am  I. 

Some  are  bom  great,  some  achieve  greatness,  and 
some  have  greatness  thrust  upon  them,  we  know. 
To  which  I  may  add  upon  the  account  of  the  pro- 
digious man  whom  it  is  my  task  to  present  to  the 
gallantly  incUned,  that  some  thrast  greatness  upon 
themselves.  The  propositions  are  not  mutually  ex- 
clusive, and  there  are  those  who  hold  that  the  last 
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IS  the  most  fruitful  category  of  all     'n.  »k 
they,  that  you  had  best  bok  for  tt  K        l^"^'  "^^ 
AU's  one,  I  believe  to  til  /u       l^'°  °^  °"  <^ay. 
blindly  s^in  ourd^ttiS  i^^T  ''''•'"  "'^^  ^'^- 
of  the  Caucasus.  '"""^  '"'"°'«  ^^tness 

Bom  (however  unduly)  in  a  great  Aa.  r  • 

SnliaTliirhr^^^F-o^^^ 
«Pan.andd,5r;5SrSn^"^',f,t;-^c 

Writ,  SaSn'BS^^'r'tt?"'"^™^-^ 
sobriquet  of  The  cSt  No^ouh^T'^"^  "^ 
hi^lf,  the  world  beSg  as  ir?  ^^'  ''  '° 
oyster  of  anybody  ebe  5^nT  A  J  "^'^  "  '^« 
had  the  warrint  liZoTr  L  f  °°.^°"'''  ^' 
and  am  confident  ^?'  "^^  ^°P*«^  ^be  style, 

candid  or^SSSL     Sn  JT''  °'  "^  ^^-^ 
him  that  one  oM,^'    ^^"^  Brazenhead-to  give 

loved  greati^rddi3S«rS':::f^-% 

height,  great  in  girth  grS^n  L-  ^^*  ^ 

great  in  thirst,  |rea  Tw  h'  "^^  "  °°^' 
greats  to  fiU  the^LSitv^f  o  r^  "x  '"°"^'' 
suffice  to  excuse  my  tltl^^^e     ^"'-    "^^^  '^^ 

deSertStotftVo^n-r^^'  '^'  -^- 

length  (so^  as  ?  if      F'""  '''"'^'  ^  ^«  and  at 

houftottSo^K'  x?r  ^""^  ^^'-^ 

wiu.    waat  IS  thus  presented 
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falb  short,  again,  of  the  requirements  of  Aristotle, 
having  no  b^inning  and  no  middle;  but  it  has  an 
end,  and  a  surprising  end,  and  Aristotelians  must  be 
content  with  that.    I  have  been  diligent  in  research; 
there  are  few  of  the  Archives  of  Europe  into  which  I 
have  not  peered.  My  reward  has  been  four  consider- 
able fragments  of  a  huge  original— and  one  of  those, 
here  presented  under  the  title  of  The  Captain  of 
Kent,  has  been  printed  ahready.    But  I  have  not 
scrupled  to  reproduce  it  for  the  sake  of  coherence- 
such  coherence,  that  is,  as  may  be  attained  unto  by  a 
rhapsodist  who  has  to  begin  in  the  so-called  middle 
of  his  theme.    Assistance,  however,  has  come  to 
me  from  an  unexpected  source— too  late  in  time 
and  too  scanty  in  substance  for  its  incorporation  into 
the  body  of  my  work.    The  profound  Pilsenbierius, 
in  his  thesis  for  the  doctor's  degree  of  his  Univer- 
sity, states  in  these  words  the  result  of  his  enquiry 
mto  the  early  history  of  my  hero.    He  says,  "After 
a  prolonged  study  of  the  sources,  preserved  at  the 
Public  Record  Office  and   Guildhall  Library  in 
London,  I  am  clearly  of  opinion  that  the  mythus  of 
the  Seventh-Bom  is  not  to  be  supported,  but  is,  in 
fact,  an  accretion  of  later  and  less  vigorous,  more 
literary  ages.    Probably  solar  in  its  origin— for  the 
name  of  Brazenhead  not  inaptly  describes  the  Sun, 
burning  centre  of  our  system,  and  the  seventh-born 
must  ahnost  certainly  indicate  the  Sun  of  the  Seventh 
Day,  or  Saturday,  the  Sabbath  of  the  Jews  (cf.  the 


-^^^J^^'^S^^f-^W^-^mi: 


Via 


INVOCATION 


pranomen  Salomon,  invariably  used  by  the  hero 

other  Hebrew  Captains  of  antiquity,  and  therefore 
with  Joshua  who  made  the  Sun  to  stand  still  -ft  rTn 

London,  obligingly  put  at  my  dispo  J  by  th^l^ 
courteous  and  no  less  leami  LSarian  theiTS 
pr^rv^  an  entry,  under  date  the  ^jilyTj 

convicted  before  the  Mavor  anH   au 

S^^-  "'^"^^^  ''  ^  ^^^  ^  the  ^nd" 
Moorfieldsmcontinently.  e««i  ^a//«c/««r  H^ 
hen  IS  veiy  suggestive  evidence,  which  doTnot  nS 

M^dBraiiZ^wi^tL-mrerVlJ?^^^^ 

th^  are  smaU  matters  in  comparison  with  miracles  " 
n,In        7""  •"  '^°"^'  ^"t  not,  so  far,  of  poetL 

abookonnyEpic.  I  love  facts  as  much^l  ^a^" 
bom,  bu  as  a  poet  I  know  when  to  use  thTmTnJ 
when  to  leave  them  out.    Herr  Doctor  SSeri::^ 


INVOCATION  fct 

evidently  does  not.  But  I  shall  hope  to  publish  be- 
fore I  die  a  translation  of  his  thesis,  of  which  the 
above-cited  passage  may  be  taken  as  a  fair  sample. 

I  am  not  without  hopes  that  even  at  this  late  day 
1 1  uall  recover  further  staves  of  this  remarkable  and 
hitherto  unknown  Epos  by  diligent  and  continued 
enquiry.  In  the  Free  Library  of  Aleppo,  whither  I 
hope  soon  to  travel,  I  have  heard  of  a  manuscript 
which  must  contain  a  portion  of  at  least  one:  to  wit 
the  "Narrative  of  Bekr'  ibn  Salas  concerning  a  re- 
cent voyage  with  the  Brazen  Soldier  of  Ancona  in 
the  year  of  the  Hegira  826."  I  connect  this,  by  in- 
tuition, with  Captam  Brazenhead's  journey  to  the 
East,  following  upon  an  alleged  interview  with  the 
Pope  which  took  place,  I  understand,  at  Ancona. 
He  had  another,  we  know,  at  Avignon;  but  that 
must  have  been  earlier. 
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BRAZENHEAD  THE  GREAT 

BOOK  I 
THE  DUKE  OF  MILAN 


CHAPTER  I 

HOW  CAPTAIN  BRAZENHEAD  PROVED  HIMSELF  TO  BE 
TWICE  AS  OLD  AS  HE  LOOKED 

That  many  times  repeated  asse,  .ration  of  Cap- 
tain Brazenhead's,  that  he  had  fomed  one  of  the 
suite  of  Duke  Lionel  when  that  prince  went  out  to 
Lombardy  to  many  Visconti's  daughter,  and  that,  in 
consequence,  the  poet  Chaucer— "little  Smugface," 
as  he  was  pleased  to  call  him— was  his  fellow-traveller 
and  bosom  friend,  bore  at  the  first  blush  the  stamp 
of  truth.  It  was  always  supported  by  vigorous  rem- 
iniscence; the  older  he  grew,  the  more  positive  he 
was  of  it.  Like  the  Apostle,  confronted  by  tales  of 
the  sort,  we  might  partly  believe  it.  It  would  make 
him  out  to  have  been  one  hundred  and  five  years 
old  at  the  time  of  his  death,  or  necessitate  his  hav- 
ing been  bom  into  this  world  with  thirty-seven  year  - 
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already  to  his  score.    Here  is  a  problem  for  the  his- 
torian which  we  may  prudently  leave  him. 

I  think  it  was  his  manner  of  telling  the  tale  which 
gave  confidence  to  those  who  had  watched  his  rapt 
gaze  into  the  embers  of  the  hearth,  who  had  obse    ;d 
his  easy  length  of  leg,  and  hands  clasped  behim    lis 
head,  and  the  pleasant  gloss  which  recollection  might 
well  have  laid  upon  his  sombre  and  seldom-smiling 
lips.    "It  all  comes  back  to  me,"  he  --'ould  say,  "by 
my  head,  and  so  it  does!    Little  Smugface!    Little 
scrivening  Geoffrey,  and  his  age-long  tales  of  Troy 
town!    Blithely  he  strung  stave  to  stave— and  we, 
a  gay  company  of  drones,  clustered  about  the  honey 
of  his  tongue;  and  my  lord's  grace  pounding  before 
us  on  his  black  courser !    He  would  rehearse  of  Dido, 
the  lily  queen,  of  the  piled  faggots,  of  the  flame.    Ha ! 
and  she  in  the  midst,  as  white  as  an  egg!    It  welled 
out  of  him  hke  treacle  from  a  broken  crock;  and 
my  lord's  grace,  with  ears  set  back,  lost  not  a  sylla- 
bub of  it.    Long  days,  brave  days— ah,  how  they 
rise  -rd  beckon  me!"    It  really  sounds  very  plausi- 
ble. 

All  this  as  it  may  be,  what  is  beyond  cavil  is  that 
I  find  him  at  Pavia  in  the  year  1402,  a  fine  figure 
of  a  man,  scarred,  crimson,  shining  in  the  face,  his 
hair  cropped  in  the  Burgundian  mode,  moustachios 
to  the  ears,  holding  this  kind  of  discourse  to  a  lank 
and  cavernous  warrior,  three  times  his  own  apparent 
age,  who  had  proposed,  I  gather,  before  a  tavern  full 
of  drinkers,  to  eat  him  raw.  He  stood  astraddle, 
one  arm  crooked,  his  hand  on  his  hip.    He  looked 
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at  his  rival's  boots;  but  his  words  must  have  winged 
directly  to  his  heart.  "Who  eat  me  chokes,  for  I 
am  like  that  succulent  that  conceals,  d'ye  see,  his 
spines  in  youthful  bloom;  You  think  you  have  to 
do  with  a  stripling:  not  you,  pranking  boy,  not  you. 
I  am  a  seamed  and  notch-fingered  soldier,  who 
belched  Greek  fire  while  you  were  in  your  swaddling- 
clout.  I  was  old  in  iniquity  ere  they  weaned  you. 
Or  do  you  vi<  A^ith  me  in  perils,  by  cock,  do  you  so  ? 
Five  times  left  for  dead;  trampled  six  times  out  by 
the  rear-guard  of  the  host  I  had  led  to  victory;  cru- 
cified, stoned,  extenuated,  cut  into  strips;  in  prisons 
frequent,  in  deaths  not  divided— what  make  you  of 
it?  And  you  to  tell  me  that  your  green  guts  can 
pouch  old  Leather-tripes,  for  so  they  dub  me  who 
dare  ?    Foh,  you  are  a  bladder,  I  see  I " 

He  bit  his  thumb,  and  did  that  with  his  fingers  to 
his  nose  whose  import  is  sinister.  I  believe  no  man 
can  bear  it  and  live  on.  The  irons  came  swingeing 
out,  the  room  cleared;  all  the  frequenters  of  the  tav- 
ern sat  on  the  tables,  while  the  tapsters  strewed  saw- 
dust on  the  floor.  They  had  need.  There  was  a 
ding-dong  passage  of  arms  of  one  hundred  and  thirty 
seconds,  which  was  ample  time  for  Captain  Brazen- 
head  to  run  his  foe  through  the  weazand,  wipe  his 
blade  in  his  armpit,  finish  his  drink,  and  say:  "There 
lies  long  Italy."  AU  this  in  one  hundred  and  thirty 
seconds,  Five  minutes  more  remained  to  the  fallen 
brave,  and  were  not  too  much  for  what  he  had  to 
do— namely,  cough  blood,  say  the  Ave  Maria,  and 
bequeath  a  pair  of  horns  to  the  tapster,  Gregory. 
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Captain  Brazenhead's  reputation  was  established 
in  Pavia,  his  age  wliat  he  pleased.  Admirers  crowded 
about  him,  to  pledge  and  be  pledged  in  cups.  He 
was  asked  his  name,  and  said  that  it  was  Testadirame 
—very  neat,  for  the  spur  of  the  moment:  his  trade, 
and  pointed  to  his  extended  foe.  It  was  replied  to 
him  by  a  brother  of  St.  Francis,  who  squinted,  that 
then  Greek  and  Greek  had  met  and  engaged,  seeing 
that  the  dead  man  in  life  had  been  Lisciassangue — 
Lisciassangue  the  exorbitant,  assassin  to  the  Duke 
of  Milan,  and  one  of  a  Mystery  of  Three. 

At  this  critical  moment  in  his  career  Captain 
Brazenhead  paused  in  the  act  to  drink,  and  look- 
ing down  over  the  edge  of  his  flagon,  thoughtfully 
stirred  the  dead  with  his  toe. 

"His  sword  is  a  good  one,"  said  he,  "and  I  take 
it,  as  right  is.  What  he  may  have  in  poke  I  bestow 
in  ahns  upon  the  poor  drinkers  of  Pavia.  But  as  to 
his  trade,  or  mystery,  I  must  hear  more  of  that." 
One  glance  at  the  religious  commentator  shrivelled 
him.  " Speak ! "  he  commanded  him.  "Speak,  thou 
flea-pasture,  or  I  split  thee!" 

Ah,  but  they  spoke.  They  all  spoke  at  once.  They 
all  clambered  the  tables  again  and  leaned  over  each 
other  to  speak.  Straining  out  their  arms,  see-sawing 
in  air,  they  spoke  with  hands  and  eyes  and  voices. 
Captain  Brazenhead,  a  sword  to  the  good,  listened 
and  learned.  To  the  ready  reckoner  he  was,  the 
accounts  were  soon  cast  up.  If  there  were  in  Milan 
twenty-nine  churches,  thirty  convents  of  religion,  and 
seven-and-thirty  jails  all  full;  if  there  were  no  penalty 
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in  the  code  but  that  of  death;  and  if  it  were  true  that 
the  Duke,  feeling  the  cares  of  his  lands,  the  needs 
of  his  subjects,  and  his  own  advancing  years,  had 
relaxed  his  personal  activities,  and  now  did  his  jus- 
tice by  deputy— then  it  was  most  certain  that  the 
Mystery  of  Three  could  not  afford  to  lose  the  services 
of  Lisciassangue:  no,  nor  Duke  Galeazzo  neither. 
His  Grace's  condition  was  indeed  deplorable,  robbed 
of  one-third  of  his  assassins.    "I  see  the  aged  mon- 
arch," mused  Captain  Brazenhead,  overheard  by  a 
t,  -npathe^c  throng,  "maimed,  as  you  might  say, 
of  his  rignt  hand.    I  see  his  prisons  full  to  brim- 
point,  his  lieutenants  at  work  night  and  day  to  keep 
abreast  of  the  flood.    But  alas  for  the  Duke  of 
Milan!  they  have  lost  a  friend,  maybe;  he  has  lost  a 
member.    Gentlemen!"  he  cried  this  aloud  with  a 
surprising  gallantry.    "Gentlemen,  you  must  pity 
him,  since  you  have  hearts;  but  I  must  help  him  or 
be  untrue  to  this  good  arm.    Now,  then,  the  next 
man  that  offers  to  drink  with  me  shall  not  have  nay." 
Reasoning  of  this  sort  enkindled  his  wits.    He 
could  not  restore  to  the  Duke  his  Lisciassangue;  the 
dead  was  most  dead ;  but  so  far  as  might  be  he  would 
repair  his  fault.    If,  in  so  doing,  he  opened  a  ca- 
reer for  himself,  shall  he  be  blamed  for  the  added 
glow  which  the  thought  lent  to  his  blood?    Not  by 
any  generous  man.    "There  lies  long  Italy,"  he  had 
said,  and  the  words  flashed  up  again,  and  revealed 
him  a  nation  at  his  feet.    To  Milan,  to  Milan— 
and  "there  lies  long  Italy  in  the  cup  of  my  hand," 
says  he. 
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CHAPTER  II 

HOW  CAPTAIN  BRAZENHEAD  USED  THE  KING'S  WRIT 

Blithe  was  the  mom  and  blithe  the  adventurer 
when,  rising  in  his  stirrups,  Captain  Brazenhead,  like 
Chanticlere  the  valiant,  saluted  the  sun.    Red  in  the 
mist,  it  lit  the  road  to  Milan;  red  in  the  mist  that 
city  showed,  admirably  strong,  remarkable  to  any 
soldier's  eye.    He  saw  double  walls,  tcwers  innumer- 
<tble,  many  gates  of  port  and  antiport,  the  bulk  of  a 
square  castle,  belfries  of  churches,  and  outside  the 
ditch,  in  a  broad  meadow,  a  tented  camp,  with  silk 
pavilions  for  the  captains^  and  men-at-arms  in  black 
and  white  liveries  executing  manoeuvres  at  the  double. 
"This  Milan,"  said  Captain  Brazenhead,  "lacks  only 
water  to  flood  the  marshes  to  be  as  impregnable  as 
Jericho  of  old— more  so,  indeed,  since  Jericho,  I  do 
remember,  was  taken  by  a  man  of  God.    He,  it 
appears,  by  taking  a  walk  round  about  it  in  the  cool 
of  the  day,  could  level  those  proud  waUs,  as  with 
a  breath  you  have  down  your  house  of  cards.    But 
those  are  tactics  of  despair.    I  would  only  use  them 
when  all  else  had  failed  me." 

A  young  woman  in  a  striped  petticoat  and  ker- 
chiefed head,  who  rode  sideways  upon  an  ass  and 
nursed  a  baby,  was  upon  the  road  before  him,  and 
gave  a  tender  note  to  the  warlike  scene.    The  avenue 
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of  budding  trees  framed  her  in  like  a  picture,  dappled 
her  with  light  and  shade.  "  Venus  rideth  to  assuage 
Mars  his  fury,"  said  he,  "and  a  pretty  turn  to  the 
head  she  hath."  He  quickened  his  pace,  overtook 
and  accosted  her. 

"Damsel,  by  your  leave,"  he  said,  "we  under- 
take this  adventure  Li  company.  Why,  cheerly 
then,  and  cry 'Tickle my  chin.'"  She  'coked  at  him 
askance  out  of  .'.er  dove's  eyes,  but  his  gaiety  was 
not  to  be  denied. 

But  "Sir,"  said  she,  "I  know  not  how  that  may  faU 
out."    He  stooped  toward  her. 

"I  know  a  couple  will  never  fall  out  while  the  sun 
shmeth  on  Milan,"  he  admonished  her. 

"I,  too,  sir,"  she  replied,  "for  I  am  a  married 
woman." 

"It  is  very  evident,"  said  the  Captain,  with  genial 

warmth.    "In  that  fine  little  girl " 

She  bit  her  lip.  "It  is  a  boy,  sir.  I  had  supposed 
you  better  instructed.  But  you  and  I  must  not  be 
seen  together  at  the  gate." 

Captain  Brazerhead  turned  his  gaze  most  earnestly 
upon  her.  "Lib  now,"  he  said.  "There's  Fate 
m  this  our  meeting.  One  star  leans  to  another  in 
conjunction.    We  do  what  we  do  under  the  swaying 

of  the  spheres.    So  sure  as  your  name  is " 

"Oh!"  she  cried,  all  in  a  flame,  "who  told  you 
that  my  name  was  Liperata?" 

The  soldier  smiled.  "Why,  you,  my  dear.  But 
I  am  m  Fortune's  way.  I  have  a  net,  and  have  en- 
meshed thee,  fair  partridge.    Contend  no  more,  fold 
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thy  beating  wings.  We  go  through  the  gate  together; 
afterward  we  must  see  our  way.  Thou  art  my  pass- 
port, Liperata,  and  I  defend  thy  reputation  with  my 
last  breath."  She  had  no  answer  ready,  so  they 
ambled  on  together.  Her  confusion  became  her.  It 
was  to  remain  with  him  a  balmy  memory— like  a  re- 
membered fragrance  in  sultry  weather. 

What  amiable  intentions  he  may  have  had  in  her 
regard,  however,  did  not  avail  him  to  pass  the  entry 
of  Milan.  The  posted  sentinels,  seeing  a  fine  man 
m  leather,  with  two  swords,  bestriding  a  horse  three 
of  whose  legs,  at  least,  were  ready  for  war,  ran  nimbly 
in  and  called  out  the  guxrd.  Monna  Liperata,  free 
of  the  gates,  dug  heels  into  her  donkey's  ribs  and 
jogged  into  the  city,  glancing  back  but  once  as  she 
turned  the  street  comer.  Captain  Brazenhead,  how- 
ever, confronted  a  double  row  of  halberdiers. 

He  was  vexed.  "How  now?"  he  cried.  "Ami 
hosts  of  Midian?  Caesar  with  his  legions?  Am  I 
Tamerlane  at  the  door?  or  what  the  devil?" 

They  told  him  that  no  man  could  pass  the  gates 
of  the  city  without  lawful  warrant.  That  was  in- 
exorable. "What  is,  is,"  said  Captain  Brazenhead, 
"and  what  must  be,  shall  be.  Et  in  saecula  saecu- 
lorum,  Amen.  You  wish  for  my  warrant,  masters  ?" 
He  drew  from  his  breast  a  strip  of  parchment,  folded, 
sealed,  and  bound  with  a  green  cord.  "Take,"  he 
said,  "and  read  it  who  can." 

Now,  they  could  not;  but  they  examined  the  seai, 
which  was  a  broad  one,  with  the  arms  of  England 
and  France  upon  it. 
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"Read  you,  rather,"  they  said;  so  Captain  Brazen- 
head  recited  the  exordium,  being  no  more  able  to  read 
Latm  (nor,  indeed,  any  written  tongue)  than  his  au- 
ditors. 

"Henricus  dei  gratia  Rex  Angliae  a  Franciae  et 
damtnus  Hibemiae  dUecto  etfiddi  suo  T.  de  CompUm 
Vtcecomiti  Middlesexiae  salutem."  He  read  no  more 
because  he  knew  no  more,  but  crushing  up  the 
parchment  in  his  fist,  looked  sublimely  down  upon 
the  gapmg  soldiery,  and  his  words  extended  to  the 
curious  merchants  who  stood  at  the  doors  of  their 
little  shops  watching  the  game. 

"You  see  very  weU  how  it  is,  men  of  Lombardy," 
he  proclaimed.  "The  King  of  England  and  France 
and  Lord  of  Ireland  sends  this  affectionate  greeting 
to  his  cousin  Milan.  What,  ye  sour-chops,  ye  wiU 
not  understand?  Hearken,  then,  yet  again!"  As  they 
wondered  amongst  themselves,  he  reopened  the  scroU 
and  smacked  it  with  his  fist.  "Henricus  dei  gratia 
hey?  How's  that  for  my  King  Harry?  And  Vice- 
comUt,  hey?  Is't  not  your  Visconti  written  fair? 
And  will  you,  hirelings,"  he  added,  with  a  searching 
change  of  tone,  "wiU  you  thrust  up  your  dirty  hands 
between  the  kissing  lips  of  kings?" 

They  said  that  they  would  not,  and  saw  in  the  smile 
that  stole  over  the  hero's  face  a  strong  resemblance 
to  the  gleammg  of  the  morning  sun  upon  the  scarred 
brow  of  an  Alp.  "Then  lead  on,  peeping  Tom," 
were  the  bold  words.  "  My  business  here  is  to  greet 
Kmg  from  King."  ^ 

A  strong  escort  conducted  him  through  the  narrow 
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ways  of  the  -'  j  and  presented  him  to  the  Captain 
of  the  Castle.  His  writ  was  taken  over,  turned  about, 
and  (since  nothing  could  be  miade  of  it)  carried  away 
to  yet  more  learned  officers.  Captain  Brazenhead, 
meanwhile,  sat  quite  at  his  ease,  in  the  gate-house 
quarters,  aflFably  conversing  with  all  and  sundry. 
His  cause  may  have  been  good;  his  nerve  was  better. 

After  a  period  of  suspense,  wnich  may  have  lasted 
an  hour,  or  may  have  lasted  three,  two  clerics  entered 
the  gate-house  and  saluted  him  with  great  respect. 

Captain  Brazenhead  stood  up.  "How  now,  my 
reverends?" 

One  of  them  said:  "Your  Excellency's  credential 
have  been  examined  by  our  master,  the  Great  Cham- 
berlain, to  whose  mind  certain  little  difficulties  have 
presented  themselves,  which  can  only  be  dispersed 
by  your  Excellenoy's  self." 

"Like  enough,"  said  Captain  Brazenhead,  and 
closed  one  of  his  eyes.  "But  I'U  warrant  you  that 
I  disperse  'em." 

But  the  spokesman,  an  elderly  brother  of  St. 
Domini  s  order  of  religion,  was  now  examining  the 
writ.  "It  is  clear,"  said  he,  "that  the  King  your 
master  directs  this  letter  to  a  kinsman  of  our  Duke, 
though  in  what  degree  of  consanguinity  the  Lord  T. 
de  Compton  Visconti  may  be  to  his  Grace  we  are 
unable  to  determine." 

Captain  Brazenhead  ejaculated  "  Cousin,"  but  the 
Dominican  did  not  seem  to  hear  him. 

"We  see  further,"  he  pursued,  poring  over  the 
parchment,  "that  this  Lord  Visconti  is  to  have  the 
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body  of  one  Salomone,  to  answer  to  his  lord  the  kinf? 
why  with  force  and  arms  he  brake  the  close  of  one 
Jak  a-Style,  and  took  therefrom  certain  of  the  goods 
of  the  said  Jak— to  wit,  live  hens  and  one  cock  of 
the  value  of  one  shilling.  So  far  we  agree,  my 
brother,  I  think  ?"  He  looked  at  his  coUeague,  who 
nodded  gravely;  and  theii  both  of  them  looked  at  his 
Excellency. 

"By  my  faith,  gentleman,"  said  Captain  Brazen- 
head,  after  a  pause  for  breath,  "you  know  more 
about  this  than  I  do.  But  I  will  tell  you  the  plain 
truth.  I  was  in  my  castle  of  Baynard's  in  Middlesex 
on  a  day,  my  hounds  at  my  feet,  arms  laid  aside; 
taking  my  ease,  picking  my  teeth  with  a  dagger 
—when  the  lieutenant  of  this  same  Visconti  came 
pressing  in.  He  must  by  all  means  see  me,  saith  he ; 
cannot  be  denied.  He  serves  me  with  this— what 
do  I  say?  he  tenders  me  this  script,  saying,  'Testa- 
dirame,  look  to  it.'  A  nod  or  a  wink!  What  care 
I?  Enough  for  you  that  I  understand  him.  I  take 
horse  and  arms  incontinent,  and  off— as  it  were 
from  Visconti  of  Middlesex  to  the  head  of  his  house 
here  in  Milan;  but  in  reality,  doubt  it  not,  from 
King  to  King.  Of  your  cocks  and  hens,  or  cocks 
and  bulls,  of  Jak  a-Style's  poultry-yard,  I  know  noth- 
mg.  But  I  take  it  that  a  king  can  put  as  many 
things  into  his  letters  as  he  pleases.  Gossip  of  the 
day!  Or,  it  may  well  be,  sand  in  the  eyes  of  your 
Worships,  who  (let  me  tell  you)  are  not  to  know 
everything.  No,  no.  But  I  would  have  you  know 
this  much  at  least,  my  reverend  brothers,  that  I  have 
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no  sort  of  busincM  with  your  Honors,  and  much 
with  him  you  serve.  My  business  with  him  is  both 
heavy  and  light;  it  fs  bitter-sweet:  but  for  his  ear 
alone.  Yours  with  me  is  to  take  me  to  his  ear. 
Advise  among  yourselves  now  what  you  wiU  do  next 
For  my  part,  I  sit  here  weU  enough,  though  I  should 
have  said,  mmd  you,  that  it  was  the  dinner  hour. 
In  my  own  country  it  is  long  past  it,  but  of  your 
customs  here  in  Milan,  in  this  great  house  if  a 
f^f^roxis  pnnce,  I  cannot  speak— at  present  " 

'AU  this,"  said  the  Dominican,  "sliall  be  faith- 
fully reported  to  the  Duke  our  master."  So  said 
he  vanished  with  his  pied  brother. 


CHAPTER  III 

HOW  CAPTAIN  BKAZENHEAD  HAILED  THE  DXJKE  OF 
lOLAN 

It  must  have  been  in  the  late  afternoon  when 
Captain  Brazenhead  (who,  in  the  meantime,  had 
dmed)  received  the  desired  summons  from  the  mouth 
of  a  handsome  page     Following  this  resplendent 
youth,  whose  scarlet  thighs,  whose  trim  green  jerkin 
and  cloud  of  yellow  hair  lost  nothing  by  earnest 
scrutiny,  he  had  to  admit  that  he  had  not  understood 
rulers  of  states  to  be  so  hard  to  come  by.    But  the 
Tyrant  of  Milan,  he  believed,  could  he  no  ordinary 
monarch.    He  counted  the  corridors  with  d.ors  at 
both  ends  of  each,  in  every  door  a  grille,  through 
which  he  was  very  conscious  of  inspection  before 
the  boks  were  drawn.    He  commented  upon  this. 
"Your  Duke  Galeass  is  as  coy  as  a  winkle  in  his 
sheU  he  suggested;"  to  which  the  iridescent  young 
man  had  no  more  reply  than  a  lively  look  at  the  walla 
about  him,  and  a  finger  to  his  lip.    Handed  on  then 
to  a  gentleman-at-arms,  he  was  admitted  to  an  ante- 
room, where  he  was  divested  of  his  two  swords,  the 
hanger  at  his  belt,  and  of  another  which  was  found  ia 
his  trunks.    He  was  then  blindfolded  and  led  about 
and  about  until,  the  bandage  removed,  he  found  him- 
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a'f  Standing  before  the  narrow  door  of  a  vaulted  pas- 

Captain  Brazenhead  wished  these  gentlemen  a 
good-day  and  made  a  fine  attempt  to  wLleTai? 
of  In  the  meadow  so  green;"  but  the  remark  was 
received  m  silence  and  the  gallantry  quench^  by 

f.Tht  7^'  'f  "^."P  ^'^  crucifix,ldmini?er3 
^oath  to  the  visitor  of  so  dreadful  a  character  that 
my  pen  very  properly,  refuses  to  set  it  down.  In 
effect,  It  bound  him  down  in  fearful  penalti^  both 
em^ral  and  eternal,  if  he  ventured  anytW^gaSst 
the  Duke's  person-"  As  if,"  he  said,  l(K,king  bLdly 
round  "as  if  I  should  hurt  the  little  man !    I^BrtS 

mate;  °  ahT  '^^^^-^-^  -  the  con,  ^re  p V 
mates!  Addmg  however,  that  hard  words  would 
never  break  his  bones,  he  cheerfully  took  oath  3 

tt"  afjhr;^-  t'"'^"  '"^  P"^'*  knocked  ;i:^ 
tinie    at  the  door.    It  opened  just  wide  enough  to 

Sp?na H.T  ir'""'  ^"P*"'"  Brazenhead  ftood 
up  m  a  dark  and  long  apartment,  lit  at  the  further  end 
by  swmging  lamps.  There  in  that  wavering  S 
^t  the  Duke  of  Milan  in  his  elbow-chair  andiS 

faS  hvllt  >?/  q"'ck-eyed,  white,  and  beardless 
face,  hvely  with  fear,  turned  back  to  watch  the  visi- 
tor. It  was  to  be  seen  that  he  was  a  hunchback  to 
be  gue^d  that  he  wore  chain-mail.  He  had  th«^ 
guards  by  the  wall,  two  by  the  door.  With  one  S 
he  now  grasped  his  chair;  with  the  other  plucW 
at  his  throat,  he  recoiled  and  waited.    It  was  v^ 
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ff  nl'^  r'^r?  ^^^  *1"'^*  *^^*  yo»  "^ouW  hear 
the  Duke's  breath,  fetched  short  .  n.i  qn.cklv 

Like  a  rush  of  south-west  vmd  m^ki,,,  havoc  in 

a  cloister,  the  superb  figure  of   ,V:  -.tarn  Br,  zeS- 

w.th  h.s  SIX  feet  two  inches,  his  doak  tJ^wnTck 

his  buoyant  moustachios  and  eagle  nose-sSnS To 

fill  the  presence-chamber.    Inspired  to  utterance 

strung  taut  as  he  was  by  the  occasion,  heZke 

upon  the  siknce  of  that  church-yard  vault  witMhe 

crash  and  shatter  of  a  trumpet  «  ^itn  tne 

Jr^'^'jT^^^-"  ^^  P'-oclaimed,  and  the  hal- 
berdiers backed  to  the  walls.  He  said  no  less  2d 
added  no  more— nor  need  he. 


CHAPTER  IV 


HOW    CAPTAIN    BRAZ-iaSIHEAD    EXEMPLIFIED    mS 
.iIAXIMS 

Now  it  was  plain  that  the  apostrophe  pleased. 
The  Duke  relaxed  his  hold  upon  the  chair,  left  his 
throat  alone,  and,  shivering,  returned  his  hands  to 
the  fire.    Looking  into  that,  he  asked  in  a  dry  voice — 
"Who  are  you  that  call  me  by  my  name?" 
"Testadirame,"  was  the  answer,  which  he  medi- 
tated, poring  into  the  fire. 
"Your  business,  Testadirame?" 
He  seemed  akeady  to  be  tired  of  a'.l  this,  but  he 
had  an  answer  which  quickened  him. 

"Death,"  said  Captain  Brazenhead,  "is  my  busi- 
ness." 

Many  and  many  a  maxim  of  rhetoric  as  this  hero 
exemplified  in  his  career  through  the  courts  and 
camps  of  Europe,  it  may  be  said  with  confidence  that 
he  never  brought  more  apposite  illustration  to  that 
one  which  teaches. :  "If  you  would  be  listened  to 
at  length,  be  heard  first  in  brief.  Strike,"  says  this 
profound  guide  to  persuasion,  "strike  hard  and 
sharply."  So  struck  Brazenhead  here,  and  saw  the 
Tyrant  pale  and  flicker  like  a  blown  candle-flame  at 
the  dreadful  word.  His  contorted  face,  his  eyes  as 
he  turned  them  upon  the  speaker,  were  those  of  a 
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trapped  hare.    He  mouthed  rather  than  voiced  his 
cry:  "Ha,  treason!"  and  his  guards  shot  forward 
beiween  his  person  and  the  other's.    But  Captain 
Brazenhead  folded  his  arms  and,  nodding  his  head 
with  certain  emphasis,  was  oracular  again.    One 
could  not  be  more  oracular. 
"  Who  touches  me  dies  the  death  I  profess.  Listen." 
And  Duke  Galeazzo  listened  and  his  guards  gaped. 
"I  ask  no  more  of  Prrvidence  than  a  foot  inside  the 
door—"  another  favorite  saying  of  his.    Having  got 
that  beyond  question,  he  never  faltered  in  the  flood 
of  h)s  discourse,  which,  like  a  river  fed  by  a  thousand 
riUs,  sucking  substance  as  it  runs  from  mountain 
and  morass,  rolled  free  and  irresistible  towards  its 
goal.    If  the  matter  of  his  allocution  was  extraordi- 
nary—as it  was— its  manner  made  it  reasonable  and 
mdeed  inevitable.    You  might  as  well  have  headed 
up  the  Danube  as  Captain  Brazenhead  when  once 
he  was  under  way.    The  tongues  of  men  and  of 
angels  seemed  in  pawn  to  him  who,  without  pause 
or  stay,  spoke  headlong,  with  a  fierce  and  white-hot 
fluidity  indescribable  hy  me,  for  the  space  of  an  hour 
and  a  quarter.    His  subject  ranged  from  metaphys- 
ics to  manslaughter;    he  borrowed  freely  and  im- 
partiaUy,  now  from  the  Seraphic  Doctor,  now  from 
Hermes,  the  Thrice-Mage.    These,  the  sages  and 
captains  of  antiquity,  Plato  and  Holophemes,  Quin- 
tus  Fabius  and  Michael  Scot,  Roger  Bacon,  the 
Witch  of  Endor,  and  other  ladies  and  gentlemen,  as 
It  were,  dissolved  in  hot  oil,  came  swirling  down  the 
tide.  Not  the  sciences  only,  but  the  Virtues,  Justice, 
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Fortitude,  and  Mercy,  with  exemplars  of  each  en- 
gaged his  tongue.  He  did  not  forget  the  clemency 
of  Scipio,  the  Spartan  boy,  Mutius  Scsvola,  Susanna 
before  the  Elders  He  became  particular,  dwelt  in- 
timately upon  the  infirmities  of  kings.  He  knew  how 
many  lovers  had  Semiramis,  what  ravages  the  fire 
made  m  the  breast  of  Cleopatra,  Queen  of  Egypt, 
what  proved  a  stumbling-block  to  C^sar,  how  Charle- 
magne doted  the  luxuries  of  most  of  the  Persian 
kings-he  rehearsed  them  all,  brought  them  all  to  a 
fermenting  head,  and,  if  I  may  say  so,  slicing  off 

W  rii"'  1°"  *^'  P*^'"'  °^  ^'^  t°»g»^e  afthe 
teet  of  Milan  His  whirling  oratory,  his  flights  of 
frenzied  search  into  the  history  of  men  and  move- 
ments of  wh:ch  he  knew  little  or  nothing,  his  ilan, 
his  endurance,  and  his  mendacity  were  but  one 
concentrated  tribute  to  the  little  changeUng  by  the 

To  say  that  this  monarch  was  dazed  is  to  state  a 
mere  fact,  to  infer  that  he  was  flattered  is  to  argue 
a  high  probability  That  he  was  relieved  when 
Captain  Brazenhead  stopped  at  last  with  a  vigorous 
clearing  of  the  throat  and  a  "That's  the  truth,  by 
u  r  f/  "^  y°"  will!"-of  that  there  is  no 
shadow  of  doubt.  He  was  so  greatly  reUeved  that 
he  had  at  first  no  word  to  say ;  and  when  he  did  speak, 
It  was  not  to  inquire  concerning  the  message  of 
Viscont.  of  Middlesex  or  King  Lmy's  greefngs 

nf  V      !L'".f,Ju'''  ^^''^  ^^^  the  P*fe  reflection 

of  his  mood:  "What  wouldst  thou  of  me,  soldier?" 

Captam  Brazenhead,  who  had  thought  that  he 
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had  made  himself  plain,  was  for  once  embarrassed. 
Why,  sir,"  said  he,  "there  was  a  fellow  in  your 

service  called  Lisciassangue— and  a  paltry  rogue " 

The  Tyrant  started,  echoed  him:  "There  was? 
Aye,"  he  said  grimly,  "and  there  is." 
^^  "There  is  not,  my  lord  duke,"  said  the  Captain, 
and  that's  a  fact;  for  he  is  done  and  done  with. 
He  lies  his  length,  so  much  dead  meat,  in  a  tavern  of 
Pavia.    Now  you  may  have  him  by  the  pound." 

The  Duke  started  and  turned.  "You  have  him—" 
he  began  to  say. 

"Aye,  my  lord,  aye!"  he  was  told,  "you  may  have 
hmi  avoirdupois.  I  saw  him  so  myself  no  later  than 
yesternight.  And  here  stand  I,  Testadirame,  friend 
of  Visconti  of  Middlesex,  late  of  Burgundy,  Scourge 
of  the  Alps,  offering  you  myself  in  his  room.  'Tis 
for  that  I  am  come,  from  Visconti  of  Middlesex 
to  him  of  Milan— I,  Testadirame,  bosom's  mate  of 
Death." 

Visconti  paused,  staring,  as  if  fascinated,  at  the 
bosom's  mate  of  Death. 

"Do  you  dare  to  pretend,"  he  said,  "that  you  can 
stand  where  Lisciassangue  stood  ?    Are  you  so  bold  ?" 

Captain  Brazenhead  replied:  "But  I  am." 

"But  he  slew  his  thousands,  man,"  said  Visconti. 

Captain  Brazenhead  replied:  "But  I  slew  him." 

Now,  the  fact  is  that  the  Duke  of  Milan,  caring 
m)thing  for  Lisciassangue,  cared  greatly  fo;  death. 
His  own  was  of  painful  and  constant  interest,  but 
that  of  any  other  man  was  his  passion.    Therefore, 


23 


THE  DUKE  OF  MILAN 


">} 


When  Captain  Brazenhead,  by  that  dazzling  ad- 
mission spoke,  for  the  first  time  that  day,  the 
toith,  Visconti's  eyes  began  to  glitter,  and  there 
came  a  sound  of  "Ah!"  from  him,  as  of  breath 
drawn  m  slowly.  He  was  watched  with  minute 
attention. 

And  there  was  to  be  discerned  in  his  voice  a  note 
of  decision.  "T-U  me,"  he  said,  "how  you  kiUed 
tMt  man;  prove  to  me  tliat  you  did  it,  and  I  ao- 
pomt  you  to  his  place." 

Captain  Brazenhead  smiled.    "These  things  are 
easy  to  me,"  he  replied.    "The  proof  is  in  the  ante- 
chamber, where  I  have  left  his  sword  along  with 
mine  which  did  the  business.    As  1  .r  the  mamier 
of  his  death,  that  is  a  small  affair.    Had  he  been  a 
greater  man,  I  had  been  more  curious  in  dealing 
I  am  a  carver  and  gilder  when  the  hire  is  good  or 
the  stuff  worthy.    But  this  knave!    He  angered  me, 
and  I  drew  upon  him;  he  blundered,  and  I  played 
I  ^af  fanciful  d'ye  see?    I  took  slices  off  him  here 
and  there  till  he  gleamed  before  me  in  stripes  of  red 
and  white,    he  was  like  a  dressed  radish  before  I 
had  done  with  him,  or  a  manikin  cut  out  of  a  car- 
rot, or  a  slipped  beet-root.    Aye,  aye,  and  there  he 
lies— at  your  money  by  the  pound." 

The  Duke,  gloating  over  the  fire,  felt  the  first 
warmth  of  that  day  in  his  fevered  bones.  "Bring 
me,  he  aesired  "the  man's  sword,  that  I  may  look 
on  It  and  believe."  They  fetched  it,  and  he  ran 
hisfinger  up  the  furrowed  blade.  "I  gave  two  hun- 
dred sequms  for  it  in  Ferrara,"  he  said  musingly 
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"Take, 


"We  call  it  Jezebel."    He  held  it  out. 
wield,  Testadirame.    Jezebel  is  yours." 

This  is  the  manner  of  Captain  Brazenhead's 
appointment  to  be  Third  Murderer  to  the.  Duke  of 
Milan. 


CHAPTER  V 

HOW    CAPTAIN    BRAZENHEAD    DEALT    WITH    A    BTJR- 
GITODIAN  IN  A  TUNNEL 

A  FOOT  inside  the  door,  indeed!    And  here  was 
Captain  Brazenhead  with  his  whole  fine  bodv  within 
ah^dy     Comfortable  quarters  and  free  table,  a 
livery  all  of  red,  with  a  mask  for  business  puiposes, 
flattering  attentions  from  laqueys  of  aU  sorts,  part- 
nership with  two  such  ruffians,  Camus  and  Gelso- 
mmo,  as  never,  even  in  his  experience,  had  tainted 
the  air  befor^what  could  a  soldier  of  fortune  want 
with  more?    It  is  the  misfortune  of  such  gentlemen, 
when  theu-  imaginations  are  ardent  and  habit  san- 
guine, that  they  can  be  seduced  more  easily  by  a 
phrase  than  by  all  the  sensible  temptations  of  Saint 
Antony  the  Abbot.    If  the  kindling  of  noble  rage 
by  a  neat  allocution  can  ever  be  called  a  misfortune 
so  it  was  with  Captain  Brazenhead-that  when  his 
prospects  seemed  most  fair  he  told  himself  that  all 
was  still  to  do.    "There  lies  long  Italy,"  that  too 
f^PPy  Pf?f '  was  what  moved  his  discontent.    To 
be  Third  Murderer  to  the  Duke  of  Milan  was  to  be 
something;  but  long  Italy  did  not  Ue  murdered,  as 
yet. 

His  colleagues-Camus,  who  beneath  a  beetling 
Roman  brow  had  the  thin  and  bitter  lips  and  hoarse 
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yo  -e  of  a  fed  Caesar,  and  Gelsomino,  easily  mistaken 
for  a  Tartar  with  tlie  toothache,  with  red  rims  to  his 
eyes  and  a  sour  mouth  shockingly  awry— made  plain 
to  him  his  duties  from  the  outset.    He  was  to  kill 
daintily,  and  report  every  niirht  to  the  Duke,  his 
master,  the  means  and  the  manner  of  his  killing. 
Imagination  was  to  go  to  it;  it  was  not  enough  to  kill. 
He  must  be  an  artist,  he  must  compose  his  murders, 
give  them  a  lyrical  pitch.    The  Prince,  now  that  his 
fear  had  taken  hold  of  him,  was  no  longer  able  to 
witness  the  sport  he  loved;  but  his  enthusiasm  for 
It  burned  clear  and  bright,  and  the  fever  now  in  his 
blood  gave  a  zest  to  his  understanding  such  as  his 
eyes  had  never  lent  it.    He  was,  clearly,  a  virtuoso; 
he  collected  murders  as  other  men  bronzes.    Captain 
Brazenhead,  therefore,  was  to  excel;  it  was  little  use 
to  offer  such  a  master  anything  but  the  best  of  its 
kind.    "Kill,"  said  Camus,  "but  be  eloquent  above 
all.    Be  a  poet,  brother."    And  Gelsomino  added: 
"Aye!    Braid  your  perio<:     with  blood;  let  your 
stresses  be  gashes,  your  casuras  rents.    Rhyme  your 
passados,  balance  your  refrains,  now  on  this  side, 
now  on  that.    Stab  in  your  Ha's!  and  Ugh's!  and 
spare  not  your  God-ha'-mercies!  for  by  such  com- 
ments you  enhance  a  poorer  recital  than  you  need 
conceive.    For  the  rest  you  have  a  free  hand,  and  a 
choice  of  implements  in  the  armoury.    I  never, 
myself,  saw  a  prettier  set  of  tools,  though  by  my 
^ndsire's  account  the  great  Lord  Eccelino  had  twice 
the  number.    But  we  have  a  blade  with  a  double 
crook  in  it,  a  narrow  steel,  sinuous,  like  a  watersnake. 
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I  recommend  it.  We  call  it  The  Horseleech's 
Daughter— a  happy  name,  I  think.  Come  now,  col- 
league, will  you  open  the  ball  ?  There  is  a  fellow 
in  the  Tunnel  bursting  ripe.  Will  you  take  him  for 
a  beginning?" 

Captain  Brazenhead,  sitting  stiffly  by  the  wall, 
nursed  his  leg  in  silence.  H'3  mood  was  short,  his 
method  precise.  "Is  he  but  one,  then?  Do  you 
pit  me  to  one  man?"  He  frowned.  "HisofTence?" 
was  his  next  question,  and  he  was  told,  deer-stealing 
in  the  Duke's  park  of  Marignano.  It  shocked  him 
out  of  his  dignity.  "What!"  he  cried.  "Am  I  to 
embellish  a  man  out  of  the  world  for  a  collop  of 
venison?  Let  the  hangman  del  with  him;  let  him 
dance  in  the  air—or  you  will  ask  me  next  to  whip 
dogs." 

Gelsomino  said:  "As  you  will.  'Tis  pity  you 
fly  off  so  fast,  for  this  is  a  great  fellow  of  his  hands. 
Not  that  he  will  look  amiss  on  the  gallows,  by  any 
means,  for  the  bulk  of  him  is  bound  to  tell.  But 
there  he  lies,  for  you  or  the  tree;  'tis  for  you  to 
say." 

Captain  Brazenhead's  eyes  had  begun  to  glitter. 
"'Tis  a  big  bulk,  you  tell  me,  and  a  man  of  his 
hands?  Bones  in  him?  Thews  to  him?  I'll  see  the 
man— I  may  make  something  of  him.  What's  his 
lodging?  The  Tunnel,  d'ye  call  it?  Let  me  see  him, 
then." 

"It  will  be  torchlight  work,"  said  Camus;  "chancy, 
merry  work." 
"It  shall  be  merrier  than  you  guess  for,"  said 
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Captain  Brazenhead,  "for  I'll  have  at  him  in  the 
dark." 


But  he  took  a  torch  with  him  when  he  went  masked 
to  his  work.  By  its  shuddering  light  he  saw  his  man 
at  the  far  end  of  the  dripping  vault— his  steady  eyes, 
his  mouth  firmly  set,  his  square  jaw;  a  broad-shoul- 
dered, high-coloured  young  man. 

Next  he  surveyed  the  theatre  of  his  operations, 
truly  named  the  Tunnel,  since  it  was  nothing  else. 
"Light  bad,  a  tricky  floor,  little  play  for  the  arm. 
We  must  thread  with  the  point,  I  see."  He  fixed 
the  torch  into  a  ring  in  the  wall,  took  oflf  his  cloak, 
rolled  up  his  sleeve,  cleared  his  throat,  and  said- 
"Now,  brother." 

With  lowered  head,  but  indomitable  eyes,  the 
victim  awaited  his  death-stroke.  It  came  not;  the 
tense  moment  was  sharply  broken  by  a  cry  from  the 
Executioner.  "By  the  Mass,  the  man's  tied  up!" 
He  dropped  his  sword,  and  advancing  took  a  file 
from  his  belt,  and  severed  the  manacles  which  held 
the  prisoner  fast  to  the  walls.  Having  resumed  his 
blade  and  first  position,  he  adjured  him  cheerfully. 
"Now,  then—"  But  the  other's  head  remained 
bowed,  and  he  kept  to  his  knees. 

"Little  man,"  said  Captain  Brazenhead,  "I  am 
waiting.    Lift  up  your  head  and  play  the  soldier." 

The  prisoner  replied:  "I  conceive  that  I  play  that 
best  by  suffering  what  I  cannot  avoid."  Never- 
theless he  raised  his  head.  "You  intend  to  murder 
me,"  he  continued.    "I  have  commended  my  soul 
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to^Goa,  and  bow  my  body  to  necessity,'  not  to 

J1^°T,^°!  ?'  ""'  ^y  ^'^^■"  "^'^  Captain  Brazen- 
head    "but  jump  up,  minion,  and  pL  with  me 
What  we  are  only  young  once,  so  who^says  die?" 
He  held  out  two  swords.    "Here  is  a  choice  of  irons 
ake  wh.ch  you  will.    This  one  is  of  Pistoja.  and t 

"J^"'^L'"^  """f  "^'^  C^P'^'"  Brazenhead: 
a?Sld  vT  ^T  ^°  °"^  '^  by:  -  J^ve 
er  In  ;  .  "  ^u ""^  '^^  «™"'^^  ^"'^  "^  the  young- 
er man;  but  maybe  I  am  in  better  fettle.  I  see 
that  you  have  courage,  and  tell  you  fairly  that  I 
have^some.     To  it,  gamester,  and  the  beft  throw 

The  prisoner  sobbed,  then  laughed  aloud.    "Oh 

mi'stSe^^'"'"  '^''^  ^^^^^  Brazenhead;  "make  no 

"And  yet— you  offer  me " 

"Why,"  said  the  Captain,  "am  I  not  to  have  my 
pleasure  as  well  as  you?    Do  you  take  n  e  f orl 
poulterer  or  a  cat's-meat  man  ?" 
The  prisoner  threw  up  his  arms.    "  Oh,"  says  he 
here  is  one  cast  in  a  great  mould  " 
Captain  Brazenhead  accepted  the  compliment. 
I  am  a  pretty  fighter,  I  do  believe."  he  owned. 
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"Will  you  have  at  me  in  the  dark  ?    A  word,  and  I 
beat  out  the  torch." 

The  prisoner  had  taken  over  a  sword,  and  was 
making  cuts  in  the  air.  He  cried:  "Ha!"  and 
staniped.  Up  went  his  left  hand  as  he  lunged  for- 
ward with  gaiety.  "A  touch!"  he  cried.  "Have 
at  you,  soldier!" 

"What  of  the  light?"  he  was  asked  severely,  and 
answered:  "Leave  it,  leave  it.  'Tis  a  pleasure  to 
see  your  face." 

"Gallantly  said,  butcher  boy,"  returned  Captain 
Brazenhead,  and  threw  himself  into  position  "One 
two;  one,  two;  engage!"    And  they  closed. 

To  It  they  went,  as  merry  as  could  be,  thrusting, 
foining,  slicing.  The  deer-stealer  was  very  limber 
and  had  a  lightning  eye.  Captain  Brazeuhead 
touched  him  once  on  the  upper  arm,  but  himself 
received  no  hurt.  When  the  younger  man  cried 
1  nice !    his  executioner  was  not  sony  to  oblige  him. 

With  all  the  intentions  in  the  world  to  do  justice 
to  the  last  extremity  upon  the  malefactor  before  him 
Captain  Brazenhead  could  not  forbear  to  admire  s<^ 
stout  a  fighter.  And  generosity  being  the  essence  of 
him,  he  must  needs  praise  where  he  admired.  Each 
leaning  on  his  sword,  the  hero  spake:  "Comrade 
1  see  that  thou  art  a  have-at-you  kind  of  a  dog-fox.' 

fence  "  "^  ^^^  ^'^^^  '"  "  ^*^  ^^^^  °^ 

''The  best,"  said  the  prisoner,  deep-breathing, 
rhou  hast  served  Burgundy!"    This  was  one 
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of  the  Captain's  flashes  of  inspiration,  and  it  sped 

hke  an  arrow  to  the  mark. 

Reverberation  thrilled  from  the  prisoner,  as  memo- 
ries kindled  in  his  eyes.  "Ah,  and  so  I  have,"  he 
said,  "and  with  brave  fellows.  The  days  were  too 
long,  or  the  nights  too  short,  for  the  game  we  loved. 
I  know  not  which  was  the  matter." 

"'Tis  little  matter  either  way,"  mused  aloud  his 
executioner,  who  in  turn  was  deeply  stirred.  "  Many 
found  them  the  same."  He  looked  darkling  at  the 
other— darkling  and  shrewdly.  "Knewest  thou  the 
Fish?  The  Thumb-marked  Fish  in  Besanf on?  And 
Long-eared  NoU,  the  d'nwer  there ?"  The  prisoner 
raised  an  eyebrow  and  smiled  awiy.  "  Eh,  if  I  knew 
them!    Hark  to  this  drinker!" 

But  the  Captain  leaned  intensely  forward,  his 

voice  down  to  a  whisper.    "Say— and  Joconde?" 

T'he  prisoner  kept  his  eyes  fixed  upon  his  foe. 

She  and  I,"  said  he  carefully,  "were  old  enemies. 
She  beat  me  at  last." 

"Aye!"  cried  the  Captain,  on  fire,  "aye!  and  so  she 
would.    A  many  went  down." 

"Among  them  was  I,"  the  prisoner  confessed; 

but  there  was  one,  a  tall  man,  who  never  failed." 

"Ha!"  said   Brazenhcad,  hoarsely.    "What,  a 
hollow  man,  a  drinker?" 

"He  could  drink  against  twelve." 

"And  was  ready  with  his  blade  ?" 

"He  was  ready." 

"Hairy?    A  deep  and  curious  swearer?    Could 
notch  a  shaft  to  purpose?" 
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"My  arm,"  said  the  prisoner,  "was  the  cross- 
bow; but  that  man  had  a  long  arm." 

The  Captain  was  trembhng.    "His  name,  his 
name,  Burgundian?" 

The  answer  came  slowly.    "They  called  the  man 
Tite-datratn,  with  reason.    I  loved  him,  as  you 
might  love  the  Pope  of  Rome-that  is,  with  reverence 
Lx)m  afar."  ' 

His  hearer  gulped  down  his  emotion.  "Thy  name 
then,  is ?"  ' 

"Bemart,"  he  said,  "is  my  name  of  the  Church. 
But  they  called  me  Tranche-coupe  for  short." 

Captain  Brazenhead  lightly  plucked  off  his  mask, 
and  held  his  arms  out  wide.  "  To  my  bosom,  child ' 
to  my  breast!  I  am  thy  dear  -ossip  Brazenhead!" 
There  followed  an  affecting  scene.  .  .  . 

"I  carved  my  name  upon  him,"  was  the  substance 
of  the  Third  Murderer's  report  to  his  master  and  lord 
I  carved  my  name  out  upon  him,  and  he  died  of 
the  dot  on  the  i.  So  perish  all  thine  enemies,  Milan '" 
But  It  IS  nevertheless  the  fact  that  Bemart  Tranche- 
coupe  lay  snug  on  straw  in  a  ceUar,  awaiting  the 
orders  of  his  executioner  and  friend. 

Captain  Brazenhead  has  been  blamed  for  this 
clemency,  but  not  by  me.  He  had  intended  to  do 
his  work  when  his  blood  was  properly  warmed  by 
battle,  and  but  for  his  memories  would  have  done  it 
I  think  it  was  the  name  and  hardy  shadow  of  Joconde 
that  saved  the  Burgundian. 
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CHAPTER  VI 

DESPERATE  DOINGS  WITH  A  BISCAYAN 

When  he  was  told  ofiF  for  the  duty  of  strangling 
three  ruflSans  who  lay  chained  in  the  Well  of  Santa 
Chiara,  Captain  Brazenhead  hesitated,  but  only  for 
a,  moment.  It  appears  that,  for  once,  he  doubted  of 
his  prowess.  '"Tis  true,  I  once  hanged  a  running 
dog,  when  I  was  a  lad,"  he  allowed;  "but  since  then 
the  sword  hath  been  my  arm;  and  sometimes  the 
long-bow,  sometimes  the  long-bow.  Yet  tell  me  over 
their  names  and  conditions,  that  I  may  consider 
them." 

The  three  prisoners,  they  told  him,  were  Lo  Spa- 
gna,  Squarcialupo,  and  a  nameless  young  man,  an 
Egyptian.  Lo  Spagna  was  a  one-armed  man  of 
surpassing  strength  and  infamous  conversation,  con- 
sorting with  Hussites  and  Waldensians,  suspected 
of  a  plot  to  take  ofif  the  Duke  in  the  Sacrament. 
Squarcialupo  was  old  in  sin.  He  had  been  in  the 
galleys  at  Lerici,  and  having  torn  up  a  bench  with  his 
teeth,  had  used  it  as  a  club  and  freed  himself.  Re- 
taken at  Bergamo,  he  had  been  offered  his  freedom 
upon  condition  that  he  would  eat  one  of  his  fellows 
on  the  chain,  and  had  shortly  refused.  "A  very  con- 
tumacious villain,"  was  Captain  Brazenhead's  com- 
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";?^rth^d5'?^^'"''^~'''•    Well,  and  who 

h.S''^^  ""^^  ^°^  ^^"'  ^^^  Egyptian,  save  that 
ne  had  a  ragged  ear,  and  was  branded  on  the  shoulder 

^iVh^    r^  ^"^^    ""^^y"  ^y^  'he  Captain, 
and  how  else  would  you  brand  an  Egyptian?    Bu 

We^on'   .  ^""^  "^^P^'^"'  '""^y  "^^^^  -  the 
Well  on  the  information  of  the  Augustinian  Order, 

for  atheism     At  this  the  Captain's  eyes  showed  a 

dangerous  light.    "What!  he  denies  God!    If  he 

does  so,  he  strangles;  but  I'll  never  beUeve  it  of  any 

out  the  Jews. 

There  seemed  no  room  for  doubt,  however.    The 
proof  was  that  when  he  was  put  before  an  image  of  the 
Holy  Virgm,  he  addressed  it  in  an  unknown  tongue 
which  was  exactly  what  a  man  would  do  when  he 
intended  to  deny  her  divine  attributes. 

The  Captain  shook  his  head,  "it  looks  black 
agamst  him,  and  so  it  does.  I  take  a  whipcord  in 
my  poke  for  this  renegado.  He  shaU  say  the  Ave 
backwards  before  he  chokes." 

One  whipcord,  then,  three  sacks,  and  three  swords 
besides  his  own,  formed  his  equipment  for  the  execu- 

1,  after  all,"  he  considered,  "and  I'll  not  spoil  s^rt 
until  I  am  obliged."  It  will  be  seen  that  he  again 
uitended  to  temper  justice  with  hard  knocks. 

ro  the  Pozzo  Santa  Chiara  he  strode  in  his  awful 
array,  and  was  lowered  into  it  by  a  bucket  on  a 
windkss.  Now  the  Well  was  literally  that,  thirty 
feet  deep  and  fifteen  across.    In  the  midst  was  a 
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brick  pier,  to  the  which  the  three  condemned  niflSans 
were  fettered,  two  by  the  leg  and  one  by  the  neck; 
The  rains  might  rot  and  the  sun  shrivel  them,  for  all 
was  open  to  the  sky. 

The  dreadful  apparition  of  a  man,  whiskered, 
gigantic,  masked,  clothed  in  blood-red,  with  four 
swords  under  his  arm,  three  sacks  over  his  shoulder, 
and  the  end  of  a  whipcord  hanging  from  his  trunks, 
produced  its  unfailing  effect.  The  chained  wretches 
backed  the  length  of  their  tether,  and  squatting  on 
their  hams,  blinked  and  gibbered  at  their  doom. 
The  Egyptian,  clasping  his  brown  knees  in  his  hands, 
buried  his  face  between  them  and  appeared  to  be 
praying  to  the  devil. 

Nothing  in  the  executioner's  first  words  extenuated  . 
their  despair. 

"Friends  of  misery,"  he  said,  "you  bond-servants 
of  concupiscence,  an  offended  God  and  the  Law's 
sacred  nature  alike  demand  your  righteous  extermi- 
nation. They  demand  it  of  me,  Testadirame,  and 
it  is  not  likely  that  I  shall  fail  them.  Prepare  then 
to  account  for  the  uttermost  farthing  of  your  debts, 
and  see  me  notch  the  tallies,  by  Cock."  The 
Egyptian  did  not  move  nor  cease  his  prayers; 
Squarcialupo  sniffed  through  one  nostril,  while  he 
held  the  other  firmly  against  his  knee.  "Stand  up, 
Lo  Spagna,"  the  Captain  roared,  "stand  up,  you 
left-handed  devil,  and  meet  Testadirame,  drinker 
of  blood." 

The  little,  black-bearded,  snub-nosed  man,  bent 
nearly  double  amidships,  shuffled  to  his  feet,  and 
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He,  erect  and  dis- 


saluted  the  dreadful  swordsman, 
ceming,  assorted  him  at  once. 

"There  is  this  to  be  said  of  thee,  Lo  Spagna,  that 
It  thou  hast  lost  an  arm,  thou  canst  spare  it  better 
than  most.  That  which  thou  hast  is  too  lone  by 
cubits.  What,  Barbary,  canst  thou  scratch  a  flea? 
Canst  thou  pitch  a  cocoanut?  Ha,  tree-topster, 
show  thy  tail,  then." 

At  this  shockir-;  mirth  Lo  Spagna  mouthed  un- 
easily, and  uneasily  rubbed  his  knee.  Captain  Braz- 
enhead  shook  his  sword  at  him.  "Say  the  Credo 
thou  toe-fingered  mock  man,  say  the  Credo,  or  I  lop 
thee  into  fire-wood  lengths,  for  the  doubter  I  believe 
thee."  By  a  pardonable  confusion  he  had  supposed 
him  the  atheist  of  the  party,  and  was  greatly  sur- 
prised, redo  in  unum  deum  omnipotentem,"  the 
Mow  r  vored  f  .th,  and  finished  without  a  throw- 
back. By  force  of  habit  his  yokemates  quired  Amen. 
So  far  the  wretch  had  cleared  himself.  "Th;  s 
indififerent  weU,"  admitted  his  executioner,  and  bent 
frowning  brows  upon  Lo  Spagna,  considering  how 
he  should  most  surely  convict  him  of  sin.  "Now 
listen  to  me,"  said  he,  sure  of  his  man.  "  Thou  hast 
crossed  the  Bidassca." 

Accusation  of  an  unheard-of  crime  caused  the 
little  man  to  dance  up  and  down,  like  a  bear  asking 
for  supper.  He  protested  vehemently.  "Never  my 
lord,  by  all  my  hopes!  I  would  not  do  it— I  should 
shame  to  do  it-«h,  that  I  should  live  to  be  accused 
of  such  a  deed.  I  am  an  old  Christian,  my  lord,  a 
very  old  Chnstian,  and  the  only  cross  I  know  is  that 
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of  salvation."  He  began  to  chant:  "O  Cruxt  O 
Crux  spes  unical  O  lignum  vita,  stirps  DavidiusI  O 
stBcula  saculorumi"  And  looking  keenly  up:  "You 
see  that  I  have  my  clergy." 

But  the  Captain  spumed  him.  "I  see  that  thou 
art  a  very  vile  Biscayan,  clergyman  or  none.  Yet  for 
the  sake  of  a  little  person,  known  to  me  in  Bilboa, 
when  I  was  there  in  '89,  thou  shalt  fight  with  me  for 
thy  deplorable  life.  I  had  believed  thee  an  atheist, 
upon  my  soul,  and  had  a  cord  for  thy  wry  neck. 
'Tis  better  for  thee  to  be  a  one-armed  ape  of  Spain 
than  so  outrageous  a  fellow.  Hold  thee  still  now, 
while  I  loose  thy  fetter." 

The  little  man  was  loosed,  and  slowly,  pleasur- 
ably,  straightened  himself. 

"By  stretching,"  said  the  Captain,  "thou  mightest 
reach  my  nipple  yet.  Horrid  food  for  thee  there, 
Biscayan.  Take  now  what  blade  thou  wilt.  This 
of  Ferrara  is  the  longest;  have  thou  that.  Stay  a 
little.  Tie  me  up  my  right  arm  with  this  cord, 
wherewith  I  shall  shortly  strangle  the  atheist  when 
I  have  found  him.  Tie  me  close,  dog.  Dost  thou 
think  that  I  would  crow  over  a  Biscayan  the  less?" 
Deftly  Lo  Spagna  bound  him  up,  and  they  began 
their  bout.  The  other  pair,  squattmg  by  the  pillar, 
watched  and  wondered,  and  hoped  greatly. 

The  Biscayan,  if  such  he  was,  proved  himself  a 
marvel  of  his  age  and  nation.  Such  agility,  lightning 
advance  and  retreat,  thrust  and  parry,  had  scarcely 
been  seen  since  Bernardo  del  Carpio  engaged  the 
dwarf  Malimart.    He  would  run  in,  drive  and  duck ; 
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then  turn  and  fly  like  the  wind.    Such  were  his  tac- 
tics.   Twice  Captain  Brazenhead,  thinking  to  have 
him  chased  him  round  the  limits  of  the  well.    But 
Lo  Spagna  ran  so  fast  that  he  caught  his  enemy  up 
Pursuer  became  pursued;  the  unchivalrous  might 

^hn^J^I'  """"  '^'.  ^'''  "^^  ^"^°  '^">  the  justiciar 
who  fled  from  justice;  but  we  know  that  it  could  not 
be  so.    Pursuing  who  might,  they  ran  like  grey- 
hounds: then  to  It  again,  one,  two,  one,  two,  untU  for 
a  third  time  the  Biscayan,  stooping,  ran  in  and  de- 
livered his  point.    Turning  immediately,  he  ran,  his 
fate  after  him.    Captain   Brazenhead   chased  Lo 
spagna  Lo  Spagna  sped  faster  and  chased  Captain 
Brazenhead.    Then  suddenly,  as  they  slipped  round 
like  beetles  ma  cask,  the  Egyptian  edged  out  a  foot 
and  brought  the  Captain  down.    Was  this  treason? 
1  tear  It     Lo  Spagna  buffeted  into  him  and  flew 
over  his  head,  his  length  on  the  floor.    Immediately 
Captam  Brazenhead  arose,  set  his  foot  on  the  other's 
chest  and  nicked  the  point  of  his  sword  into  his 
throat.      I  dig-thou  diest-is  a  good  verb,  and  an 
active  verb.    Phew!    Bilboan,  thou  art  a  monarch 
of  the  chase.    Say  thy  prayers  now,  say  thy  prayers, 
for  I  must  kill  a  man  this  day-and  why  not  thee? 
But  that  none  shaU  say  that  I  deal  unfairly  by  a  fine 
httle  rogue,  have  at  thee  left-handed.   Now  beware  " 
The  Biscayan  writhed  under  the  sword's  point. 
One  word,one  word,  noble  enemy,"  he  faintly  urged 
Say  on   dead  man."    It  had  been  fine  to  have 
watched  the  Egyptian  just  then-the  pondering, 
sphinx-hke  face  he  had. 
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"That  litMe  person  of  my  people  known  to  your 
Excellency— had  she  a  red  poll?"  Thus  far  the 
Biscayan.    The  Captain's  eyes  grew  dreamy. 

"  It  was  something  reddish.  There  was  a  tang.  I 
know  that  I  called  her  Judas  when  I  was  meny,  and 
Foxy  when  she  crossed  me." 

"And  her  eyes,  noble  sir?    Her  pair  eyes?" 

"They  were  not  what  you  would  call  a  pair,"  said 
the  Captain.  "  But  one  was  well  enough,  inclining 
to  the  yellow.  With  that  she  could  make  pretty 
work,  I  assure  you." 

"And  so  she  could,"  the  Bilboan  said,  "and  I 
should  know  it,  for  she  was  my  aunt." 

Starting,  Captain  Brazenhead  somewhat  recoiled, 
and  in  so  doing  plucked  his  sword  out  of  Lo  Spagna's 
neck  with  the  kind  of  noise  you  make  when  you  draw 
a  cork.  A  spasm  of  pain  contracted  the  prisoner's 
features;  but  in  his  eyes  hope  shone  bright. 

As  for  Captain  Brazenhead,  he  knew  that  he  must 
once  more  have  mercy.  "  Cock's  body,  and  is  the 
world  so  paltry  small?"  The  sword's  point  dropped 
nerveless  to  the  ground.  "I  spare  thee,  Bilboan,  for 
thy  aunt's  merry  sake.  Thou  mayst  bless  her  name 
in  thy  prayers." 

"  She  was  a  fine  woman,"  said  the  little  man,  sitting 
up  and  closing  the  wound  in  his  neck.  "  May  she  go 
with  God!" 

"  She  was  a  knowing  one,"  replied  Brazenhead.  He 
turned  to  his  business.  "Into  the  sack  with  thee, 
Barbary,  and  lie  quiet  until  I  have  done  with  those 
pampered  rogues."  Here  the  Egyptian  wetted  his  lips. 
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"Sir,"  said  the  Biscayan,  "I  will  help  you  there, 
if  I  may,  for  my  aunt's  sake." 

"By  Cock,  and  you  shalll"  the  hero  cried.  "A 
mam!  a  main!    Three  arms  to  four!    Stand  up,  you 

droLs."  ' 

He  turned  short  upon  the  chained  men,  who  were 
already  on  their  feet,  a  murderous  couple:  the  one,  a 
square-headed,  heavy  man  of  past  middle  life,  with 
hangmg  chops  and  not  a  hair  upon  him;  the  other 
the  Egyptian,  hatchet-faced,  lithe,  and  wahiut-brown 
with  restless  eyes  which  could  never  meet  yours,  and 
tight  lips  never  soothed  by  smiling.  The  bigger  was 
enomously  strong.  His  muscles  rippled  as  he  moved, 
like  incoming  waves.  The  younger  was  aU  wire  and 
bram:  no  ruth  was  in  either,  nor  law,  nor  quarter 
Captam  Brazenhead  sized  them  up  and  down  when 
he  had  set  them  free, 

"Now,  my  bravoes,"  he  said,  "we  shaU  have 
sport.  You  know  my  way,  and  if  ever  I  saw  rufBers, 
ambushmen  behind  a  hedge,  or  outlaws  in  a  clump  of 
scrub,  then  do  I  know  your  way  also."  He  flung  two 
swords  with  a  generous  gesture  at  their  feet,  then  bal- 
anced his  own.  "Take  your  fancy,  little  men,  and 
get  to  work.  There's  light  enough  for  the  game  we 
play,  and  a  rare  game  it  shaU  be."  The  Bilboan 
hned  up  with  him,  and  he  set  on  with  a  shout. 


CHAPTER  VII 


DOUBLE  BATTLE 

It  was  rare,  vei  y  rare :  a  game  for  the  heroes  in  the 
trenches  about  Ihum,  when  Diomede  fought  waist- 
deep  in  dead  men,  and  yellow-haired  Menelaus 
ranged  disconsolate  the  walls,  crying  upon  the  false 
thief  Pans  to  show  himself.    From  the  hush  of  prep- 
aration to  Captain  Brazenhead's  cry  of  onset  was 
but  a  moment  of  long  breath;  and  then  immediately 
the  rmg  was  ahVe  with  whirling  blades,  and  steel 
clanged  on  steel  like  church  beUs  of  an  Easter  morn- 
ing.   Brazenhead  raged  like  a  plunging  horse.    He 
seemed  ever3'where  at  onc^wallowing  in  his  work, 
snorting,  shaking  his  head,    Like  a  strong  swimmer 
newly  in  the  water,  rejoicing  to  feel  the  tide,  so  did  he 
breast  the  waves  of  battle.    Ever  on  the  look-out  for 
advantage,  the  Egyptian  writhed  in  and  out,  or 
darted  like  an  eel,  now  this  side,  now  that;  and  the 
iiilboan  bending  at  the  knees,  ran  in  where  he  could 
and  cut  left-handed  at  the  heavy  Italian.    That  livid 
giant  was  sore  beset,  and  by  his  breathing  betrayed 
himself.    So  long  as  he  kept  his  wind  he  did  weU- 
as  when  he  laid  open  Captain  Brazenhead's  forearm 
with  a  smashing  blow,  and  cut  down  the  Bilboan  as  if 
he  had  been  a  hemlock.    But  alas  for  him!  even  as 
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he  roared  his  triumph  Brazenhead  set  upon  him.  and 

^TSm  v  '?^  f'^u"'"'  °^  '^^  '=»'^««  horizontaUy 
and  kid  him  his  length.    When  one  of  that  party-1 

riulK  ^^'  L^'^^^-^ried  a  halt,  Squar^lGp^ 
could  not  nse  above  one  knee,  and  then  Ws  woundS 
calf  could  be  seen,  notched  like  a  leg  of  mutton.  All 
the  champions  were  hurt;  the  Egyptian  had  lost  his 

w^  ^'-  f"^  ""K**'  ^"^  l^n  seen  shaking  the 
blood  out  of  his  head  before  the  fighting  stoppS 
Two  fingers  the  less  was  the  brave  Biscayan  Cao- 
tem  Brazenhead  might  well  swing  his  foream;  b^ 
Squarcalupo  was  down  and  could  fight  no  more. 
The  conqueror-al  duty  to  his  Prince  cast  to  the 
Klu    "^Snanmious,  little  disposed  to  insist  upon 

«,l«^v°"  ^°Y  "^^^^  ^^^  °"  yo"'  sacks,  you 
rogues!  he  cried  upon  his  victims,  "or  how  shall  I 
carry  you  through  Milan  for  dead?"  Grinning  at 
h^ru^,  they  obeyed  him.  The  Captain  sat  upon  the 
ground  and  surveyed  them. 

"Squarcialupo,  my  old  son,"  he  said,  "let  us  take 
up  your  business.  You  broke  from  your  oar,  they 
tell  me  and  I'll  not  blame  you  for  it.  I  would  have 
done  the  same.  But  what  kind  of  a  fool  am  I,  think 
you,  to  be  lagged  again  ?" 

"Captain,"  said  the  Italian  hoarsely,  looking  with 
intense  interest  at  the  fountain  in  his  leg,  "it  was  done 
by  craft  I  am  something  of  a  drinker,  you  must 
know  Now,  as  I  lay  in  the  sun,  sleeping  oflF  my 
draught,  the  Duke's  archers  came  uj^n  me  and 
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knew  me  again;  and  I  awoke  to  find  myself  in  this 
hole." 

"Knew  thee  again,  sayst  thou?"  Brazenhead 
picked  him  up.  "Explain  me  that  savine.  I'll 
trouble  thee."  '    " 

^  "I  am  a  Pisan,  noble  Captam,"  said  Squarcialupo, 
"and  followed  the  fleet,  making  war  upon  the  Geno- 
ese; and  when  I  was  rifling  a  corpse— as  it  might  be 
you  or  me— it  turned  out  to  be  no  corpse  at  all,  but  a 
quicker  man  than  I  was.  So  they  chained  me  to  a 
bench  in  the  galleys,  and  there  I  sweated  for  six  years 

less  one.    Therefore,  sir " 

"Therefore!  Thereforel  No  therefore  at  all, 
thou  paltry  fellow,"  the  Captain  roared,  sternly 
frowning.  "What  have  thy  beastly  habits  to  do 
with  my  question?  'Twas  Genod.  cliained  thee  to 
a  bench— and  Genoa  was  wise.  But  if  they  knew 
thee  again  in  Milan,  they  had  known  thee  of  old.  " 

"Why,  yes,  sir,"  the  heavy  Italian  replied;  "long 
ago,  when  I  took  the  old  Duke  Bamaby's  pay  for  the 

war  in  Piedmont " 

"Bleed  on  your  sack!"  the  Captain  interrupted 
him.  "Bleed  on  your  sack!  See  what  a  quag  you 
make  out  here!" 

"And  valiantly  I  should  have  served  him  but  for 
an  evil  acquaintance  I  made.  For  in  his  service  there 
was  a  spearman,  a  most  rascally  knave,  if  not  the 
devil  in  person,  who  beguiled  me  with  hopes  of  high 
renown  combined  with  comfort.  Sir,  he  was  the 
plausiblest,  God-bless-you  kind  of  a  mcin  that  ever 
you  saw — and  you  will  have  seen  many " 
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PrS.'^'^i"  Brafenhead's  face  was  a  study  at  this  time. 
Profound  med.;ition.  humour,  judgment,  acquaint- 
ance with  vUainy,  benevolence:  all  knowledg?  could 

Hs^  H  Tk  ."'  '"""^  ^^  '"°"''^  ^i'h  Ws  hand, 
his  hand  with  his  nose,  and  his  eyes  twinkled  as  if  to 
say:  "Proceed,  son." 
"And  says  this  sly  one  to  me  over  the  camp-fire: 

fo?Pv  ^l^^'^'^f  ^^°'  ^^  ''^d  a  pleasant  name 
for  everybody-'knowst  thou  aught  of  a  convoy  that 
comes    this  way?>     'A    convoy?'   says    I    'Wha 

Z^lf'T^"''  "•'V^^t  I  ^'d  '-t.  civil-spoken;  and 
^ys  he  'Tr«isure;  hire  for  the  troops;'  and  la^s  his 
linger  along  his  nose,  as  you  might  do  " 

It  so  happened  that  Captain  Brazenhead  was 
domg  exactly  that  and  no  less.  The  coincidence 
startled  him;  he  dropped  his  hand  and  began  to 
hum  an  air.  ^ 

mlSf  ^'tlr  u'''"'"^*^^  '"^"^  ""^"^  «^  that?'  says 
myself.     We  have  our  share,  I  suppose?'  Says  he 

*^  v.^'^'L"^''  ^V}  tl^t  we  do.'  To  be  brief  with  you. 
sir,  he  did  beguile  me  into  a  dark  venture-me  and  a 
company  of  eight  Christians-that  with  horses  and 
arnis  we  went  up  the  sea-road  some  six  leagues  by 
night,  and  there  lay  hid  in  a  little  wood,  and  stood  by 
our  arms  all  night,  and  heard  him  tell  tales-this 
wily,  hairy  man.  And  in  the  gray  of  dawn  came  the 
convoy  down  the  sea-road,  a  round  dozen  of  men-at- 
arms,  with  the  treasure  on  mules'  backs;  and  at  tb 
word  of  command:  'Leap,  ye  thousand  devils!'  out 
we  did  leap,  and  put  those  men  to  the  sword;  and  the 
muleteers  fled,  believing  that  hairy  man's  word  that 
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we  were  a  thousand-though  we  were  but  eight 
Christians  and  one  devil." 

Captain  Brazenhead  cheered  the  speaker-  "O 
brave!    It  was  bravely  done,  my  brother!'* 

"Not  so  brave  as  you  might  suppose,"  said  the 
Italian,  with  grief  thickening  his  voice.  "When  we 
came  to  share  the  plunder,  what  think  you  fell  to  me 
out  of  aU  that  booty  untold  ?  Three  sols  Toumois 
as  I  m  a  hoping  soul— and  if  I  had  remained  snug  in 
camp  I  had  had  fifty.  But,  said  that  deceiver,  I  was 
the  best-nourished  man  he  had  ever  set  eyes  on,  and 
therefore " 

"'Therefore'  wiU  be  thy  ruin,  Demetrio,"  said 
Captain  Brazenhead.  "I  gave  you  four,  which  is 
enough  for  any  man  not  a  leader  of  a  company.  But 
now,  look  you,  I  spare  your  life  for  the  sake  of  our  old 
friendship.  You  shall  go  alive  into  that  sack,  and 
drink  my  health  this  night  in  a  flagon  or  two  of  right 
liquor-you,  man,  who,  but  for  my  clemency,  might 
have  been  paddling  upon  red-hot  bricks,  mingling 
fires  for  your  new  prince,  Beelzebub.  Think  of  it 
Demetno,  and  rejoice  greatly— and  there's  for  you' 
and  your  three  sols  Toumois.  For  I'U  go  into  the 
fire  myself  for  it  that  I  gave  you  the  four." 

Sedately,  with  a  very  stifif  leg,  the  large  Italian 
crawled  into  his  sack,  and  lay  hidden  there  beside  the 
Biscayan,  who  was  by  this  time  asleep. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

HOW   CAPTAIN   BRA2I:NHEAD,    AGAINST   HIS    BETTER 
JUDGMENT,  SPARED  THE  EGYPTIAN 

The  Esrptian,  who  had  been  lying  his  length  upon 

tween'hi,  n?  '°''  °°*^'"«  °^  ''''  conve.-^tions  4-' 
tween  his  fellow-pnsoner    ^nd  their  great  opponent 

^•'That,"  said  Captain  Brazenhead.  "will  you  never 

The  Egyptian  sighed.  "Who  knows?"  he  in- 
*l";^d.    "Sir,  if  you  wiU  but  listen  to  my  tale-^" 

The  gaptain  frowned  upon  him.  "Fair  and  softly 
with  your  tale,"  he  said.  "Why  should  I  listen  to 
thee,  rascal,  since  thou  must  die?" 

sWvSd.^^*^"'    ^^'  ^^'^^■"    '^^^  Egyptian 
"Aye,"  said  Biazenhead,  "die  is  the  word."    He 
was  imtated  with  the  man.    "Cock's  wounds'"  he 
cried  out,  "am  I  Executioner  to  the  Duke  of  Milan 
and  execute  no  man?    Is  it  to  be  said  of  me:  'Te^a^ 

Drthiuirtr'^''^""^''^  ^-'^«^^' 
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^^  The  Egyptian  shook  like  a  straw  in  the  wind. 
"But,  sir,  having  spared  the  life  of  a  Spanish  rene- 
gado — "  he  began  to  plead. 

"Pooh!"  says  the  Captain.  "I  played  with  his 
aunt." 

"Alas!"  said  the  Egyptian,  "alas!  that  I  am  an 
orphan!  But  so  it  is  that  when  I  left  Lutterworth 
in  fair,  green  England—"  Here  he  paused  and 
scanned  the  stern  man's  face  to  see  if  Lutterworth 
were  to  help  him.  It  was  not;  he  had  touched  no 
chord.    Captain  Brazenhead's  features  were  marble 

"Proceed,  Egyptian,"  he  said;  "I  listen.  When 
thou  leftest  Lutterworth " 

"When  I  left  Lutterworth,  and  went  to  seek  my 
fortune  in  London,  I  lived  happily  enough  with  a 
brave  company  gathered  in  Houndsditch,  in  the  fields 
there,  about  the  'Old  Cat'  tavern— does  your  honour 
not  remember  Catherine— Kate  Wryneck,  called  also 
'Drink  to  me  only'  ?" 

Captain  Brazenhead  spoke  as  one  in  a  dream.  "  I 
do  not,"  he  said.  "Get  on!" 
^_  The  Egyptian,  most  uneasy,  shifted  his  ground. 
"Alack  the  day,  noble  Captain,  in  the  which  I  left 
that  proud  city  and  went  down  with  a  horse  to  sell— 
to  Bristol " 

Captain  Brazenhead  started,  snorted,  and  pounced 
upon  him. 

"That  horse  thou  stolest,  vile  thief!  He  is  branded 
on  thy  shoulder;  thou  art  a  dead  man.  A  flea-bitten 
white  gelding— that  screwed  the  ofl-hind  foot " 

"Oh,  sir,  oh,  sir!"  cried  the  Egyptian,  falling  on  his 
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"That  horse  was  never  yours!"  His  case 
was  parlous;  you  may  touch  the  chords  too  often,  it 
seems.    But  no!  ' 

"By  Ccck,  and  it  was  not,"  said  the  Captain,  "but 
I  knew  the  horse.  The  man  that  owned  it-or  caUed 
nimself  the  owner " 

"Aye,  sir,"  said  the  young  man,  with  gleaming 
eye^  aye  sir,  right,  sir-so  he  called  himself;  bat 
ne  hed,  su-." 

"I'll  warrant  that  he  did,"  said  Brazenhead;  "for 
he  was  not  called  Glossy  Tom  for  nothing.  Well, 
then-  -  Hesitation  marked  for  the  first  time  his 
incisive  hneaments  and  dissipated  the  lightning  of 
his  eyes  The  Egyptian  considered  his  case  settled. 
Smce  I  prove  to  be  of  the  number  of  your  friends, 
dear  su-,"  he  ventured-but  too  hastily.  The  Cao^ 
tarn  recoiled.  ^ 

"A  friend,  thou!"  He  towered  over  the  man.  "I 
fancied  the  horse,  'tis  true,  and  thou  wast  before- 
hand with  me.  Pooh!  I  had  but  to  stretch  out 
mme  hand.  And  now  I  remember  that  thou  art  a 
horrible  knave.  Didst  thou  not  address  Our  Lady 
in  aji  unknown  tongue  full  of  blasphemy  ?  Horse  or 
no  horse,  I  teU  thee  that  thou  diest." 

Trembling,  looking  all  ways  for  help,  muttering 
with  his  pale  lips,  the  wretched  Egyptian  falteredl 
It  was  the  tongue  I  know  best,  noble  Captain.  I 
am  a  very  pious  Christian,  better  than  some  who  have 
their  Latin  I  spoke  in  the  Roman  to  her  Ladyship 
-and  she  heard  me.  I  prove  that,  sir,  I  prove  that''' 
His  eyes  gleamed;  you  could  see  the  whites  of  them 
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The  proof  that  she  heard  me,"  he  said,  "is  that 
you  are  here,  her  heutenant  in  this  wicked  Dlace- 
yourself  an  Englishman "  ^'^"^ 

"By  the  Mass,"  repUed  the  Captain,  "aU  this  may 

He  htw  1,™"',,-°*^  ^f  ^  ^""'^"y  mconvenient." 
He  held  h,s  chm,  and  this  time  the  ycung  man  be- 
heved  himself  snatched  out  of  the  pit.  He  came  for- 
ward oteequiously,  bending  at  the  knees.  Captain 
Brazenhead  roared  at  him  to  hold  off 

LomJr^''T  7  ""t"""'"  ^"  "'«^'  "I  become 
LombardI    I  will  embrace  Jewry  before  I  let  thee 

bv^thVl"^'  ^°^n'^-  •  '^'  ^^*^°  »o^  held  him 
by  the  knee  "Captain,"  prayed  he,  "noble  Cap- 
tern,  you  wiU  never  break  a  man  who  got  the  be.ter 
of  you  m  a  horse-deal." 

"Who  says  that  I  wiU  not?"    And  yet  he  Was 
touched.    If  he  could  spare  Squarcialui^  of  wh^ 
he  had  made  a  fool,  how  not  tWs  oily  ro£e  whlS 
made  a  foo  of  him  ?    And  it  was  nofto  S^denid  the 
fellow  had  ought  for  his  skm.    Captain  BrazeSid 
^  It  not  m  hmi  to  take  h'fe  in  the  cool  of  his  bile 
He  was  so  made  that  he,  who  would  cut  a  man's 
hv«:  out  of  hmi  in  fair  fighting,  came  afterwardJto 
bve  his  enemy  If  he  had  so  much  u.  scratched  him. 
He  knew  that  this  was  a  weakness.    "Look  you  »  he 
was  wont  to  say  to  his  opponent.  "If  you  would'saye 
yourself  from  me,  wound  me  where  you  can.    I  Sn! 
sider  you  carrion  at  this  speaking,  but  he  who  draws 
my  blood  wear- .  nnour  of  proof  for  me.    Now,  then 
have  at  you,  soldierl"  '         ' 
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te^rStt'^:?i-^« -^  <iep,oring  it,  J 
this  fellow  his  mercyZt^l  ^  "^"l^r^  '^^  g^dge 
him,"  Captain  £„SSn^mr'i^°^^Se  it 
thougl.    for  many  mlnuV^^,^?  T*^  '"'^"^'^  i" 

awaldng  out  of  sleep   he  t^X;!"  ,'    ^"'^'^^'^'^ 

stamped  with  his  foot     "j„t.  ?^'°  "P  ^"^ 

Hvered  hound!    £  Hell  W-^°"'  "^f'  ^°"  '''^'^J^- 

Wm  this  day,  and  count  it  nn^'™  ''^^  ^°"g  I  do 

•^ometh!"    R  was  a  sth^?  "^^'^'^ ""'  ^^'"^  ^^^^ 

slipped  in-lie  a  tariff  o  T  '7  ^  ^^^P'^" 
is  whistling.  "'°  ''^'^eJ  when  the  whip 

There,  then,  for  good  or  evil  fn  th.- 
yappings,  lay  the  three  Z^^'J^  their  sanguine 
them,  like  a  meditathJlS  Sr^"".'-  '"^  °"" 
head,  with  a  hand  to  m^'h J^-  ^^P^f"  ^'^^''- 
of  it  to  rake  in  his  LSl^l  ^'^  if  T  '"^^^ 
the  round  of  a  sack-  deeX  ^  t  ff'  ^  ^°°t  "Pon 
upon  mercy.  iusS'fS^'  P"^^"""^.  he  thought 

and  suchlJS;i  aShet^'f  "''^'"^  ''^  ^"'^ 
is  a  summary  of  hTiflSiJ^' ''  ^°"  ^"^  '-^  «t. 

calstln^I^^To^riSoiT  ^^^^^"^  ^ 
They  worship  me  as  fh7o  Pf^"  hy  cords  of  steel. 

a  sense  I  am^  No  dXl  J  "'  *!!f  ^  ^»S'  ^^  « 
over  the  world;  rbody  tLS^r?  ^°"°^  '"^  ^" 
Duke  of  Mikn  mig^i  fo/^„^  l^  °!^Wch  the 
with  him  all  long  Italy"  H"'^*^'L'^*^"y-^"d 
"Long  Italy-    Lon^g  {J;      «'«  ^ye  flashed  fire. 

good  the  soothsay  tlit  I  heard  r^h^*"""^"'  ^  °^''' 
7    '"' A  neard  m  the  tavern  of  Pavia 
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when,  with  my  foot  upon  Lisciassangue's  remains, 
I  vaunted,  There  lies  long  Italy. 

"  It  was  true,  by  Cock,  for  all  that,  when  I  spake,  I 
spake  as  in  a  glass  darkly.  Aye,  darkly,  but  it  was 
true.  For  see  me  now!  To  each  of  my  four  scoun- 
drels there  will  adhere — like  ticks  to  a  sheep's  back — 
lesser  scoundrels,  to  each  one  ten  at  least.  That 
gives  me  four-and-forty  desperate  men;  and  with 
forty  men  you  may  take  a  gate-house — and  hold  it, 
by  Cock's  body!  Nay,  you  may  get,  by  shock,  a 
town,  as  my  lord  John  Swynford  got  Coulanges  m 
Brittany  on  a  foggy  night  of  Martinmas,  and  became 
viscount  thereof,  and  sweated  meat  out  of  the  bur- 
gesses, and  honey  out  of  their  wives,  and  levied  toll 
upon  all  and  sundry  faring  that  way  into  France, 
and  took  to  wife  Melisette,  daughter  of  Simon  de 
Fotz,  and  got  a  son,  who  is  Viscount  of  Coulanges 
to  this  day.  Viscount  of  Coulanges — ^Viscount  of 
Pavia!  Put  it  so  that  I  catch  Pavia  unawares  and 
become  its  viscount — ^what  then?  A  royal  begin- 
ning: we  begin  with  Pavia.  .  .  . 

"Every  male  of  Pavia,  of  proper  age  and  fully 
membered,  following  my  banner,  we  lay  siege  to 
Milan.  The  sooner  the  better;  for  that  old  dog-fox 
Sforza  is  warring  in  Umbria,  and  I  could  not  cope 
with  Sforza  until  I  have  all  my  Pavians  matched  and 
in  full  bearing — say,  for  twelve  years  at  the  least. 
Nay,  Brazenhead,  nay,  Testadirame,  my  ancient, 
strike  thy  metal  while  'tis  hot.  .  .  . 

"Milan  falls— Milan  falls!  And  there's  the  thigh 
of  Italy  under  my  thigh! 
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"Now  Rome,  the  city  old,  lies  about  the  knee  of 

is    hT'h  ^'  r"  "^^T  '^>''  ^^^  ^^^-'^P:  and  Venice 
IS  the  hamstring.    Let  me  work  it  out,  let  me 

2i  InT;.  ""r  T  ^'^  ^™^*^^S'  ^-^d  *e  knee 
g^ves,  and  the  leg  drops.    Venice  gives  me  Rome; 

Napks  IS  the  toe.    Cut  the  hamstring;  the  knee  !s 

2^fT'  i^  f  "^T  ^^  '^^ '°«'  ^'^d  "  fritters 
and  falls  oflF.    But  with  Milan  to  add  to  Pavia,  who 

IS  to  keep  me  from  Venice?    Pooh!    I  lead  a  host 
lo-morrow,  therefore,  to  the  shock  of  Pavia  i" 

He  swept  the  mist  of  gloiy  from  his  eyes;  he  lifted 
h.s  head  and  Mowed  for  his  men-those  S 
apparitors  who  hover  in  Milan,  who  sit  about  the 
jails  hke  vultures  patient  on  their  trees  about  a  battle- 
fieW,  awaiting  the  summons  to  their  obscene  task, 
fhp  w  n^T  !^«^f.''°«'n  heaps  were  lifted  out  of 

Sf  f  ;?T  ^^'^'  ^'^y  C^P^'°  Biazenhead 
himself  set  his  foot  into  the  grappling-hook  and  swung 

uS'  ,.T'^!,*"'"b"l-cart  was  loaded  with  its  sodden 

S,  '  tjie  Executioner  sat  down  upon  the  pile  and 

ordered  the  disposal  of  his  dead.    In  a  disuL  her 

mitage  m  the  bunal-ground  of  Sant'  EustoiEio  he 

chose  to  hide  his  three  recruits,  and  to  add  to  Lm 

flr^  ?r°Ti  li^  ''°"'  ^"'g^dian.    Means  were 
found  to  victual  the  garrison,  which,  sworn  to  secrecy 
and  commended  to  the  gods  of  war  and  good  luck 
then:  leader  then  left-going,  as  his  duty  w4  to  make 
his  report  to  the  Duke. 


'^. 


CHAPTER  IX 

HOW   AND   WHERE   CAPTAIN   BRAZENHEAD,   FALLING 
INTO    DISGRACE,    READ    HIS    "DE    KEMEDIO" 

"TvRANT  of  Milan"— thus  ran  his  Third  Murder- 
er's report-"one  wretch  I  seized  by  the  ankles,  as 
If  he  had  been  a  three-legged  stool,  and  whirUng  him 
ovw  my  head  a  few  times,  with  him  attacked  those 
other  two.  As  a  flail  I  brought  him  thwacking  down- 
as  wheat  from  the  chaff  on  the  floor  fled  brain  from 
husk.    The  time  was  not  long  before  they  lay  before 
me  like  the  must  of  trodden  grapes;  while  as  for  him 
I  wielded,  he  was  as  whip-thongs  m  my  hand- 
strips  of  hide  wherewith  to  trounce  a  truant,  but  no 
weapon  for  a  man.    Anon  came  my  varlets  to  sweep 
up  with  a  besom,  and  now  your  weU  of  Santa  Chiara 
IS  so  sweet  you  could  stable  there  your  store  pi<T " 
Visconti,  burning  and  shivering  by  turns  in  his 
fever,  hugged  his  furs  about  him  and  spread  out  h- 
thin  hands  to  the  sun.    He  may  have  listened,  but 
he  did  not  heed;  he  may  have  been  gratified,  but  he 
did  not  seem  to  be.    Captain  Brazenhead's  inven- 
tion, for  lack  of  nourishment,  wihfd  and  faltered  out 
His  eloquence,  for  that  turn,  was  not  ready  at  call— 
or  it  may  be  that  his  patron  had  heard  it  all  before 
When  the  best  is  said,  the  variations  you  can  play 
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upon  the  death  of  a  man  are  very  few  at  W«.t  in 
Europe.  They  say  that  the  Chin2e  hl;e  Jnwl^ 
better,  or  perhaps  they  have  greater  vitaUty^o  wo5k 

R^^    t  ^'"^  ^°^°^^  ^  painful  pause. 

ft^ntly  Visconti  croaked  ouPhis  doSm.  « You 
have  done  very  ill  on  your  own  showW  ToS 
Thai  ■'^V  T  "^^  '"^^'^^S  'heir  hSs  teethe" 

RntTenhoo,)  J^cistay,    ne  added,  seeing  that 

Brazenhead  was  preparing  to  obey  him  with  susoi 
C.OUS  alacrity,  "I  may  have  use  for  you^er  You  ie 

Then  and  there  the  halberdiers  deprived  him  of 
his  weapons;  he  was  led  to  the  door  and  tu^ed  £>2 
into  the  corridors  of  the  castle,  a  disgraced  Znl 
must  observe  upon  this  that  it  is  not  gK  th^  mosf 
generous  to  foresee  the  full  scope  of  their  m«.aSm 
.ty;  or  it  may  weU  be  that  ouV  Bra JnhSS 

warr„f.r  r'  '"^r^^  ^  ^^^^  instmcts  s 
warm  to  make  hmi  a  tolerable  murderer.  For  if 
every  murderer  were  to  fight  with  the  man  he  pro 
posed  to  slay,  the  work  would  never  bedonT-  Z 
Jf  you  are  to  add  to  a  zest  for  combat  a  tend^s 
toward  the  nephews  of  ladies  with  whom  you^y 
have  conversed,  or  are  inclined  to  spare  them  So 
may  We  bested  you  as  well  as  thST  whom  you 
have  bested,  you  narrow  the  field  of  your  op^tions 
too  severelv.    It  ;=  i;i,„i..  /""f  operations 


■fo\i  will  murder  none. 


til         'i[lW;.!S'fl-     atffc' 
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Add  the  difficulty  of  explaining  how  you  have  slain 
persons  who  are  alive  at  the  moment  of  explanation, 
and  you  put  a  tax  upon  your  invention  which  may 
easily  make  you  bankrupt. 

It  was  vexatious  in  every  way— humiliating  to  his 
finer   feelings  and   embarrassing   to   his   political 
schemes.    He  had  his  garrison  in  Sant'  Eustorgio  to 
provide  for;  he  had  fixed  the  day  for  the  shock  of 
Pavia;  and  here  he  was,  deprived  of  arms  and  con- 
fined to  the  precincts  of  the  court,  while  his  friends 
starved  in  a  disused  hermitage  and  Pavia  remained 
inviolate.    This  was  trouble  enough,  but  the  hurt 
to  his  pride,  his  professional  pride,  was  worse.    To 
Camus  and  Gelsomino,  his  colleagues,  was  allotted 
the  notable  adventure  of  putting  three  hundred  Ana- 
baptists to  the  sword.    Not  only  so,  but  on  the  day 
fixed  the  Duke  himself  would  attend  the  shambles  in 
state.    Milan  would  hold  high  festival;  and  so    it 
did.    Fortified  by  proof  armour  and  a  ring  with 
prussic  acid  in  the  jewel  of  it,  Duke  Galeazzo  set 
out.    His  duchess,  his  daughter,  his  great  officers, 
suitably  accompanied,  took  horse  in  the  great  court, 
and  rode  down  to  the  piazza.    Captain  Brazenhead 
saw  them  go  from  where  he  sat  in  an  obscure  comer 
of  the  buttery,  and  bit  his  nails  to  the  quick.    Occa- 
sionally he  sipped  a  mug  of  small  beer,  very  occasion- 
ally he  tried  to  carry  his  misfortune  with  grace  by 
humming  an  air.    But  he  never  got  beyond  the  first 
bar.    He  had  been  thus  pitifully  engaged  for  more 
than  a  week,  and  was  very  glum. 
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A  thin  stream  of  persons  of  both  sexes  was  main- 
tained throughout  the  day,  to  and  from  the  buttery 
Mendicant  friars  came  to  fill  their  sleeves  with 
broken  victuals,  widows  and  orphans,  half-pay 
soldiers,  murderers  out  of  work,  and  other  unfortu- 
nates, received  their  daily  sustenance  from  the  over- 
flowings of  the  kitchens.  But  for  them  the  Castle  had 
been  like  a  house  of  the  dead,  for  the  whole  Castle 
world  was  gone  to  see  the  slaying  of  the  Anabaptists. 
Captain  Brazenhead  watched  them  now  darkly  from 
his  comer,  chewing  a  bitter  cud  and  reading  a  soured 
judgment  upon  every  comer. 

Upon  a  rosy-giUed  Franciscan  he  mused:  "Aye 
thou  scratching  dog,  filch  the  substance  of  the  poor 
and  score  the  crime  against  thy  god  of  Assisi.  Him 
thou  professest  to  serve;  in  his  wounded  side  thou 
hopest  to  hide,  as  thou  sayest.  And  yet,  I  tell  thee 
that  little  beggar-man  had  not  been  cold  two-and- 
fifty  weeks  before  thou  and  thy  Kkes  were  hke  fed 
stallions.  Get  thee  hence,  thou  cheek  of  brawn 
and  vex  not  the  sight  of  the  honest."  And  with 
some  such  scathing  words  he  was  ready  for  every 
religious  who  came  to  get  much  for  little. 

By  and  by  there  came  in  a  pretty  young  woman  in 
a  striped  petticoat,  leading  by  the  hand  a  short- 
smocked  child.  She  approached  the  buttery-hatch 
modestly,  and  not  perceiving  Captain  Brazenhead  in 
his  comer,  stumbled  against  him,  and  would  have 
fallen  had  she  not  sat  down  upon  his  knee.  The 
moment  she  perceived  her  error  she  begged  his 
pardon. 


56 


THE  DUKE  OF  MILAN 


Confusion  once  more  became  her;  she  was  tinged 
like  a  flower.  Captain  Brazenhead,  for  aU  his  de- 
jection, knew  her  at  once. 

"Ah,  gentle  Liperata,"  said  he,  "you  may  wU 
be  ashamed  of  the  seat  you  chose.  A  time  there  was 
when  these  war-wasted  knees  would  have  become 
you  better.  No  doubt  you  remember  how  we  jour- 
neyed together  the  way  of  Milan-and  with  what 
hopes,  odd's  facel  and  what  promise!  But  then 
Fortune  smiled  upon  me,  though  you  dil  not." 

"Sir,"  said  the  young  woman,  "at  that  time  I 
should  never  have  sat  upon  your  knee,  for  then  I  was 
a  wife.    Now,  alas !" 

"How  now?"  cried  the  Captain.  "Has  thy 
husband  forsaken  so  lovely  a  partner?  Bring  me 
face  to  face  with  him,  and  I  will  embrace  him." 

The  lady  began  to  cry;  she  snatched  up  her  chUd 
and  clasped  it  to  her  bosom. 

"Behold  an  orphan!  Behold  the  widow  of  a 
murdered  man!"  she  wailed. 

Captain  Brazenhead  was  awake  and  vibrating  with 
fire. 

"Who  is  the  murdered  man?  Confront  me  with 
his  killer,  and  thou  shalt  have  two  murdered  men  " 
he  cried.  "I  have  a  sword  not  yet  rusty,  and  by  this 
hand "  ' 

He  had  forgotten  that  he  was  weaponless,  and  was 
to  have  good  reason  anon  to  remember  it. 

"Sir,"  said  Liperata,  "I  will  tell  you  my  tale  if  you 
will  be  pleased  to  hear  it.  I  was  but  yesterday  the 
wife  of  a  gentleman  of  position  and  talent,  who  had 
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liSrSmual^'J"       '"''  emolument.    His  name 

"Camust"  the  Captain  whispered  hoarsely, 
musi    My  colleague!    Oh,  Fate,  thou  an 
wrong!    Proceed,  fair  widow,  I  conjure  t',.. 

My  husband,"  said  Liperata,  "ha-I   '>cn.  cv 
trusted  with  a  responsible  task  which  I.-.  r„„„  fuj.,| 
this  very  day " 

" Aye  "  said  the  Captain,  "and  so  h  ■  aust.    -.  moe 

hundred  Anabaptists  await  him.    Bui  nov-  ' ,, 

may  not  come  of  this?" 

called  for  all  his  powers  of  head,  heart,  and  sinew  " 
she  contmued,  "and  devoted  the  whole  of  yesterday 
to  the  exercise  of  these  parts  of  his.    He  spent  the 

AmZc"  '"  •  l!fl*?'"«  °^  ''^«"°Ky;  Saint  Thomas 
Aquma^  equipped  him  here.  His  heart  was  in  my 
care.  I  think  I  may  say,  without  affectation,  that  I 
lavished  upon  it  aU  the  arts  which  a  good  and  dutiful 
wife  has  at  her  command.  At  least?  he  pmiseu  me 
and  assured  me  that  I  had  not  worked  in  vain  » 

Bmir.^"'  ''^'/°"  ^'^  "°''  ^"^y"  ^'d  Captain 
Brazenhead  warmly,  and  she  thanked  him  with 
gentleness. 

"In  the  evening  of  that  unhappy  yesterday  my 
husband  set  out  for  the  exercise  of  his  musoikr 

T^TfL  ^J!  T  '^"?  "P°" ''""  ^™'  ^'^'J  "^y  hand 
upon  the  other,  he  took  a  walk  about  the  streets  of 

^!£\TT'''^  'r'^'^""y  *'*^  ^^  acquaintances, 
visiting  the  shrmes  of  certain  saints  who  had  always^ 
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been  propitious.    All  went   well  until  we  passed 
through  the  deserted  cemetery  of  Sant'  Eustoigio. 

But  in  that  unhallowed  spot " 

The  Captain's  eyes  seemed  starting  from  his  head. 
"Which  of  them  did  it  ?"  he  said,  and  his  voice  was 
hke  the  sea-sound  in  a  sheU.    "Not  Tranche-coupe  ? 
Not  Squarcialupo?    Not  a  long-armed  man?" 
^^  "A  dusky  youth,  Uthe  as  a  snake,"  said  she, 
^  sprang  upon  him  from  behind  a  grave,  and  crying: 
^Here's  for  thee.  Braggart  of  England!'  stabbed  him 
m  the  neck.    He  could  not  have  chosen  a  more  fatal 
spot.    It  was  the  heel  of  my  dear  AchiUes— my  noble, 
diligent  Achilla,  of  whom  I  am  the  poor  Briseis  of 
his  arms.    For  my  husband,  whose  profession  ex- 
posed him  to  constant  danger,  wore  chain-mail  upon 
his  person,  which  unhappily  ended  at  the  shoulders. 
Need  I  say  more?    He  sank,  bathed  in  his  own  bright 
blood,  and  as  I  wrung  my  hands  and  cried  upon 
my  Camus  by  name,  the  villain  slipped  among  the 
tombs  and  disappeared  into  the  city.    I  am  bereft 
of  his  love,  and  he,  by  failing  of  his  tryst  to-day,  has 
died  dishonoured.    If  my  tears  have  earned  your  pity, 
sir,  I  am  glad,  for  indeed  I  need  the  pity  of  the  humane.' 
Now,  with  no  prospect  before  me  but  a  life  of  beggary 
and  want,  I  am  come  here  for  alms,  that  I  may 
school  myself  at  once  for  the  bitter  end  of  my  days." 
She  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  but  Captain 
Brazenhead  was  moved  to  the  very  centre  of  his  being. 
"But  not  so,  by  Cock's  wounds,  not  so,"  he  said, 
and  laid  a  well-chopped  finger  along  his  nose.   "What 
if  I  can  amend  your  griefs,  my  bird  of  the  bough? 


^m^^MiiKJp. 
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What  of  bearded  men,  old  in  warfare?    What  of 
the  ti^  of  gratitude?    Bands  of  steel  ?    No  more-" 

whl  vui,  k'^'P^  u^'  '"''""8  fair  to  his  breast, 
while  aJ  the  hangers  about  the  buttery  marvelled  and 
nmny  wept.  "Come  you  with  me,  lady,  come  you 
out  along  with  me.  'Twas  to-morrow  for  Pavia 
pity  is  but  now  it  must  be  later.  Now  I  am  Persi^ 
and  thou  art  my  Andromedary.  Now  we  summon 
the  legionanes  for  chivalry,  and  off  we  go,  my  chuck !" 
With  no  more  words,  but  with  husbanded  breath 
and  an  arm  crooked  for  her  hand,  he  led  her  awav 
to  the  cemetery  of  Sant'  Eustoigio. 


CHAPTER  X 


yfKsi 


HOW  CAPTAIN  BRAZENHEAD  SLEW  THREE  HDNDRED 

ANABAPTISTS  WITH   THE  THIGH-BONE 

OF  A  PHILOSOPHER 

The  tombs  of  Sant'  Eustorgio  stood  or  leaned  at  all 
angles,  and  stared  like  the  bleachr  j  and  derelict  bones 
of  a  host  long  dead.    Disconsolate  kites,  buzzards 
ravens,  and  other  reprobate  birds  flapped  heavily 
above  or,  perching  on  cross  or  pinnacle,  voiced  after 
taea  fashion  their  discontent  with  the  world  as  it  was 
The  crazy  H»c  Jacets  of  the  tombs  coincided  with 
these  harsh-tiu-oated  heralds  of  despair,  and  set  Cap- 
tain Brazenhead  to  stalk  briskly  about,  himself  like 
a  long-necked  bird  of  bad  omen,  if  haply  he  might 
discover  but  one  of  his  bond-slaves.    Clinging  to  his 
arm  was  the  now  terrified  Lipeiata,  upon  whose 
skirts  dragged  the  child  of  slain  Camus. 
_   "I  pin  my  faith  to  the  Bilboan,"  said  Brazenhead, 
for  he  alone  is  fitted  by  his  nature  to  inhabit  so 
beastly  a  spot.    His  arm  reaches  to  his  knee-cap; 
he  IS,  you  may  say,  three-legged.    No  hyena  could 
be  more  at  home  in  a  graveyard  than  this  fellow,  who 
IS,  moreover,  endeared  to  me  by  many  ties.    He  owes 
me  tor  his  life,  I  owe  him  for  his  aunt.    Certainly  I 
pin-  my  faith  to  him."  v^cniiniy  i 
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emrtv  inHh^'"'"""^-    ^"  ^•■''^  the  shade  of  an 
empty  vault  they  came  upon  a  crouched  figure     His 

anH  f h!^"  ^. ''''  ^"^-^y  *he  absence  of  one 

tt  BnlST'^'^^  "'  °"^^^  "'"'^  »-  '-^'-d  for 
"Ho  Barbary,  awake!"  cried  Brazenhead  anH 
stirred  him  with  a  high-bone  which  he  hap^n'ed  to 
have  m  h,s  hand.  It  was  no  ordinary  twS  Sne 
though  .ts  present  possessor  knew  no7hingTf  that' 
Bemg  deprived  of  his  sword,  and  missing  fhe  u2  of 

fen  ^t  hK  "  "S  °°  "''^  "•''  ^  '^-g'  the  ceme- 
^J  ^'T^^  '"  ^^^  philosopher  Gnatho  of 
Samothrace,  who  had  devoted  his  h'fe  to  demonstm- 
.ng  the  indestructibility  of  matter,  and  had  ^r  S 
at  the  stake  -n  the  great  days  of  Saint  Ambroi  to 
whom  matter  was  so  little  that  he  consSS  the 
punishment  a  light  one.  It  was  a  curious  Sum- 
stance  that  Captain  Brazenhead  was  to  be  the  iW,^ 

tS  affirm  that  ^^t-^'"  T  "'^'''"  '^'  """^  when 
tftey  affirm  that  he  himself  was  his  own  instrument 

"s^puSSr  ^"""'"'^  '""^  ""^-^-^  ^«ent  of 
But  at  the  smart  touch  of  the  relic  thp  ti;ik^o„ 

tr^^oth^r^'^r''^"'^^'-^^^^^^^^^ 

Ir,?,  If!  ^  ^'\^OTd.    His  uncouth  mops  and  mows 
touched  C^ptam  Brazenhead  in  a  quick  spS? 

My  faithful  vassal,"  said  he  tenderly,  f^ow  is  it 

B^ti^'.r';^    ^"^  *^°"  ^>«"^°  faithfufto  thy 
Brazenhead?    Is   gratitude,   then,    so   dear?    Are 
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memories  so  short?  Where  is  Squarcialupo,  that 
prick-eared  Roman?"  i~,  "«i 

"Gone,  master,  gone,"  said  the  Bilboan  "A 
gamester  came  this  way  and  did  beguile  him." 

The  Captain  was  shocked.  "How  now?  So 
sturdy  a  knave!" 

"FS^ST''^  ^''"  ^"^  "^Ses,"  said  the  other. 

Five  sols  Toumois  per  diem.  I  cried  shame  upon 
him,  saying:  'Trust  to  our  lord's  honour';  but  he 
said  your  rate  had  been  but  three." 

"It  was  four!"  cried  the  Captain.  "I  pass  you 
my  word  it  was  four!"  ^ 

The  Bilboan  shrugged  in  despair.  "Even  so,  said 
Squarcialupo,  five  was  above  your  figure-  and  he 
went  the  day  after  you  had  brought  him  here  " 

Captam  Brazenhead  had  expected  as  much  "He 
was  a  ^llows  knave,  when  all's  said.  But  I  hoped 
^SinSS'^''^""'^-'""^^-    NowwhatoftSIt 

"There  came  a  funeral  to  this  place  "  said  tho 
BUboan,  "on  Saint  Milo's  day.    Th^ey  birieTa  ce^! 

^Z  T^'  "■  ""^f"  '^"'  •'"'  ""'  °^'  so  warm  as 
that  heathen  is,  whose  thigh-bone  your  Honour  now 

IS  but  half  true.  Now,  to  commit  our  notary  to  earth 
came  a  widow  of  his  and  ten  children,  if  not  more. 
Quite  a  company!  Their  lamentable  cries  did  so 
move  Tranche-coupe  our  friend  that  he  brooded  upon 
them  day  and  night.  The  aflFair  got  into  his  mind 
and  wrought  upon  the  young  man's  bmin;  so  pres- 
ently, moved  by  pity,  he  borrowed  a  suit  of  clothes 
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from  the  gravedigger,  and  is  but  this  morning  gone  to 
pay  court  to  the  relict  of  the  notary.  If  h?sS 
f^  i??  u'  *'"  ^""^  ^^'  he  teL  me,  he  w5lt 
n.^.^'  ^?  '  "^y  ^'  substance'and  m  r? 
I  <amiot  bkme  hmi  neither;  for  a  widow,  d'ye  s2' 
has  expenence  in  the  comforting  of  mankind   ^H 

vexed,"  he  added,  "and  something  p^Stabout-for" 
ture  S^"'',!.r  "^'^  '^--bo-'^  for  an  adven 
rwSom7ha5rl°"l^T    There  shun  me  two  Ten 
theE^tL;!^"?''*''""^^^""-    Tush!    And 

now  to  the  Egyptian,  agamst  whom  I  would  have 

warned  you  before  had  I  seen  you  here  orCwn  how 

o  come  at  you.    That  dark-skimied  ZTtZ 

snake-tongue,  who  got  the  better  of  your^H^nouJ 

tu™  o"f  'alf Tof\'"  "°"  '^"^  ^°"' ^^  -"-^" 
9;^;nr  r  ■  °°*  '=°'''^"*  ^'th  the  slaughter  of 

^Irtl      t-^'y'  ^""^  ^"'^  'J^^  '""dered  man's 
visor  to  cover  his  own  false  face,  is  engaged  at  this 

presence  of  the  Duke's  grace  of  Milan,  and  his  con- 
sort, and  his  daughter,  and  all  his  couA  » 

At  this  intelligence  Captain   Brazenhead  smot^ 
himself  upon  his  forehead^nd  saS"'It  was T^' 
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well  "    Those  who  knew  him  would  have  read  the 
oracle  for  a  bad  sign,  because  he  really  nSnt  k 
EgS™"        ''"'''  ""^  '^'  passing-beU  for  the 

Rii'i2""*''".f  u  Ir^P**'"  Brazenhead  sternly  to  the 
Bilboan  "I  shall  need  thee.  Come."  So  sayin/ 
he  ed  the  way  back  to  the  Castle  of  Milan 

Walkmg  through  a  desert  city  into  a  desert  strong- 
hold, ,t  came  upon  him  as  a  providence  of  super- 
natural  powers  that  all  lay  so  snug-"at  the  marv 

SsTurfr'^'f^'^t:  ^"'"'^^^'^-'^-^2 

his  burnt  face;  he  put  his  arm  round  the  waist  of 
Liperata  and  pressed  her  to  his  heart.  With  the 
other  arm  free,  he  flourished  the  thigh-bone  of  Gnatho 
the  Philosopher.  "All  may  yet  be  done;  all  may 
(   :!,  faU  out  still  for  the  best,    fi/the  Sacr«l  'p^rof 

Jerusalem,  I  see  my  way !    Forward ' " 

It  was  very  much  the  hero,  it  was  de  son  naturel,  to 
overlook  the  exiguity  of  his  little  force.  True  ^ 
great  Sforza  was  far  away.  That  right  hand  of 
Milan,  with  the  flower  of  the  Lombard  host,  w2 
wamng  m  Umbna,  it  was  believed,  engaged  jus  nZ 
m  the  leaguer  o  Perugia.  Even  so,  if  nS  a  S 
cas   m  a  paladin's  mould  to  compass  the  sa^Tof 

^t^hii'.^^'-r"'^  '^"' "  y^^^V^^Mow,  and  an 
unbreeched  boy  for  attacking  party.  But  baptain 
Brazenhead  would  never  perish  of  dry-rot  in  the 
ITI'  ■  S:^'  ^^^"^'^^  great  enthusiasms  had  been 
of  r^'Z^  have  realised  that  grandiose  conception 
of  Castruccio's,  who,  having  Lucca  under  his  hand 
saw  his  way  to  the  tyranny  of  aU  Italy. 
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In  the  apse  of  the  noWrch^mSr  VZnt  r^"^' 

Destiny  bv  thp  tail?    xt        ^'    ™  *!""=''  sprite 

and  Bz^ia,  Tyrunt  of  Ve^^a   p£ri  ,32 
chimed  by  the  populace-that  is  the  orphan  child- 

p.v.„e„,,  .u  .ha  co™.?:  of  tritsj^' 
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^rhaps  but  a  httle  more  bustle  to  have  been  memo- 
rable by  Cone  and  the  other  court  historians  of  the 
houses  of  Vsconti  and  Sforza,  who,  as  things  were! 
and  for  reasons  of  their  ovvn,  passed  it  over. 

I  have  no  such  reasons,  and  am  proud  to  be  the 
humble  means  of  restoring  a  stirring  page  to  the  vol- 
ume of  Lombard  story.    It  would  be  my  wish  to  en- 
large upon  the  events  of  the  twenty-five  minutes  fol- 
lowmg  the  proclamation  (and  its  reception  by  the 
popubce)  which  I  have  just  related,  and  I  am  sL  it 
would  be  the  reader's;  but  materials  are  wanting 
Ccel^adesunt,  as  the  chroniclers  say.    I  believe  that 
fh.  n    u  "  7^  f  tablished,  provision  made  for 
the  Duchess-elect  Lipcrata,  and  the  tax  on  beer 
spruce,  cider,  perry,  wine,  mead,  and  all  fermented 
liquors,  abolished.    The  marriage-laws  were  stand- 

Ss'^e  ''         ^"  """^  ^'^''  "^"^  'P^« 

Now,  the  issuing  of  these  important  and  far-reach- 
ing reforms  took  up  the  better  part  of  five-and-twentv 
rmnutes;  and  immediately  after,  just  as  the  new 
Duke  feehng  the  vein  leap  within  him,  was  about 
to  dehver  an  apologue  upon  Equity,  a  confused 
murmunng  afar  off,  the  noise  of  a  great  tuS 
without  the  house,  made  itself  heard.  It  was  for  all 
he  world  hke  the  sound  of  a  mighty  flood,  gathered 

Lr  ♦l"^.""*^'"'.',f?'^  '^"^P'^S  "^  ^^y  irresistible 
over  the  plam.    AU  heard  it,  some  shook;  the  Duke 
paused  m  the  act  to  speak.    His  mouth  was  open 
his  eyes  were  fixed;  but  no  rhapsody  came  forth  ' 
t^uite  otherwise. 
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"Did  I  name  Equity?"  he  «M     <<it 

long  in  knocking  off  a  "-A^colur^'J      Zf^  "°' 
mosaic  of  the  linA  7  °'"""  °^  marble  and 

me  then  Into  ,ha  tail,  ha  al^^h:  .SS^  ; 
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but  that  cry  was  drowned  in  outland  curses,  and 
names  unknown  to  Italy  held  the  air.  Sooner  than 
TOs  convenient  the  noise  of  countless  running  feet 

w2S?S        '"•    It  l^'ne  evident  that  a  host 

ing  ?is''f^t^*^P""'''  "^^  '^'  ^"^'  '^''^■ 

"Aye,"  said  his  master.    "They  drive  back  Milan. 
JVow  we  have  it  m  the  nose.    Be  thou  ready  " 
The  doors  were  pushed  open  wide;  a  few  scared 

Zrfi«.      fiV^"''  "^'^^  °^  '^'  P^'^t'y  ^"d  kitchen, 
came  first-old  tirewomen,  old  bedeswomen,  a  priest 
and  a  limping  page  whose  an^^e  was  bound  up-^ 
nirinrng  helter-skelter  for  protection.    Regardlessfb 

^LTlL  °^  '^'f'""  ^^"^  •■"  "'d-haU.  they 
pelted  by  them,  and  gaining  the  dais,  crouched  at 

the  knees  of  the  mother  and  child  on  the  throne. 

1  here  was  no  marvel  in  their  mistake.    They  saw  a 

miracle-and  felt  it,  when  Monna  Lipeiata,  heavenly 

mddness  beaming  from  her  eyes,  put  out  her  hand 

and  laid  it  upon  the  head  of  the  nearest.    The  heart 

tlS fllf ? u"''"^'^  ^"^^  '■"  ^'  ^y,  and  warm 
tears  flooded  his  eyes  as  he  witnessed  this  fair  sight. 

da   "  '  ^  ^^^  ^^^  ^°'  '^^''^  'o  figl^t  this 

h.?^!'^-  "^r  l^^  stragglers,  however,  came  the 
halberdiers  of  the  Visconti,  a  .nere  handful  of  striped 
men  backmg  into  the  hall,  disputing  the  passT^ 
with  them  who  pursued.  In  their  midst,  whiTe  and 
slavermg  at  the  lips,  tottered  he  who  but  that  morn- 
ing had  been  Lord  and  Tyrant  of  Mikn;  beside  him 
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his  duchMs  walked,  a  goddess,  though  she  was  too 
portly  to  be  fair;  and  with  her  came  Bianca,  her  only 
daughter,  metre  pukhraJUia  pukhrior.   Royally  these 
two  advanced  up  the  hall;  and  behind  them,  blocking 
up  the  great  entry,  was  a  thicket  of  pikes,  staves 
scythes,  and  bills,  the  snatched-up  weapons  of  the 
wholly  frantic  and  partially  naked  persons  of  the 
Anabaptists.    The  battling  of  this  shaggy  host  at  the 
doors,  where  without  order  or  Judgment  aU  tried  to 
enter  at  once,  gave  a  moment's  respite  to  the  pursuers 
_  Captam  Brazenhead-to  call  him  still  by  his  famil- 
iar name-had  pity  upon  the  fallen,  deposed  and  ab- 
ject prmce,  and  more  than  pity-high  admiration,  in- 
deed-for  the  persons  of  the  two  noble  ladies  of  his 
household.    "Open  ranksl"  he  bade  the  Bilboan: 
open  ranks,  messmate,  and  let  in  this  jerking  wretch 
He  was  a  king  this  morning,"  he  added  pitifully,  "and 
shall  sleep  in  a  bed  for  aught  I  care."    The  Bilboan 
dutifuUy  stood  aside,  and  the  hunchback,  blind  with 
panic,  crawled  on  all  fours  up  the  degrees  of  his 
ancient  throne,  and  seeing  there  a  fair  woman  seated 
with  a  golden-headed  child  on  her  lap,  stumbled 
forward  with  a  cry  to  her  feet,  clutched  at  her  knees, 
and  buned  his  face  in  her  striped  petticoat.    There 
throughout  the  carnage  to  ensue,  he  stayed.  ' 

But  Captain  Brazenhead  bowed  courtly  to  the 
duchess  and  her  daughter.  "Ladies,"  he  said 
suffer  a  soldier,  and  trust  jn  the  clemency  of  a  prince' 
By  your  leave,  noble  ladies,  by  your  leave."  So  said 
he  turned  to  face  the  throne  with  them,  and  taking  a 
hand  of  each,  escorted  them  with  high-stepping  gal- 
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hntry  up  the  steps  of  it.    "Be  seated,  ladies,  beside 

2™  T  ^:  ""f  ,^  'r  '^^^  ^""^  y°"' »°  1«^  than  for 
them,  I  shall  play  the  man  this  day."    The  ladies 

who  may  be  pardoned  for  not  knowing,  nor  caring' 

what  all  th,s  might  be  about,  sat  beside  Liperata  on 

he  throne  and  saw  Captain  Brazenhead  swoop  into 

the  fray,  bke  a  sea-eagle  into  a  school  of  mackerel  in 

a  shallow     He  had  poised  on  the  edge  of  the  dais  but 

ll  T^'"-  J^^'-  ^^  '"'^'^^  ^^  to  see  how  mat- 
ters stood  Visconti's  guards  were  ranged  before 
him, ;  the  Bilboan  stiU  crouched  in  mid-hall.  Opposite 
to  him  raged  and  bayed  the  furious  host.  With  a 
voice  bke  the  blast  of  a  trumpet  he  had  signaUed  for 
the  contest  "Salt  and  water  en  avant!"  hel^d  criS 
♦I,  ^  ^abaptists  are  at  ye,  ye  hounds!    RaDy  for 

urfsSffl'  I"^'^""'  "'^•^'^  ^"^-'^"^  ^^  «'-d 
up  stiffly  for  the  mdestructibility  of  matter  whistled 

above  his  head.  "You  that  love  order  and  goS 
baptism,  follow  me."  The  Guard  raUied  and  fonned 
a  wedge.  Led  by  such  a  prince,  they  clove  the 
Anabaptists'  ranks,  and  men  dropped  like  cornstalks 
heavy  m  the  ear  to  left  and  right. 

Such  battle  he  had  never  yet  dreamed  of-^ven  he 
to  whom  long  odds  were  as  a  draught  of  wine-as  this' 

Z^!Tf  ^V^:  ^'^^°'  ^""^  '^"  «f  Visconti's  body-' 
guard  faced  three  hundred  fanatics  stung  by  terror 
into  frenzy.  Hot-eyed,  half-naked,  gianfmen  they 
were-Bul^nans,  Croats  and  Serbs-red  in  the 

It  ""uiu^l  T  '^'  ^"^'  hai^-chested,  crying  un- 
couth shibboleths  of  their  own,  outraged  m  fve^ 
sense,  and  bent  upon  outrage.    They  howled,  wept 
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gnashed  their  teeth;  they  thrust  and  smote,  clubbed 
at  their  oppressors;  but  to  little  purpose.  Cut  into 
halves  by  the  wedge  of  the  Lombards,  hampered  by 
tr  ^^  ''^"If  ^^l:  "'^y  ''^P'^^  ^^h  other.  ll 
of  the  foe  they  trampled  and  tumbled  over  one  upon 
hi         .  ^f  *^"  ""^"^y  fleams  of  the  sun  ujon 

Where,  then,  was  the  Egyptian,  if  not  there? 
Who  e  was  that  ev.l-whispering  spirit,  if  not  his? 
Captain  Brazenhead,  roaring  in  the  press  as  he 
mowed,  cned  upon  him:  "Come  out,  thou  horse- 
coper,  thou  black  thief  of  Lutterworth!  Come^t 
and  meet  me."    But  there  was  no  response,  save 

f&f  }^'  "^^^  ''^""^'^  '^'  ""^^^d  Anabaptists 

WH  1  /r;  ,®"'  '^''  ^'"«'^  ^^^''  ^-e  num- 
bered, and  his  tale  is  nearly  told.    Marked  down  at 

iast  by  his  incensed  adversary,  where  he  stood  egging 
on  his  dupes  to  their  hopeless  task,  he  was  fro^hat 
moment  a  doomed  man.    For  Captain  Brazenhead, 
seizing  a  d^d  Anabaptist  by  neck  and  ankles,  lifted 
him  up  on  high  and  hurled  him  with  aB  his  force  at 
!nH  fF?^'f\   ?'  *^°  ^'^^''  *at  of  the  dead 
%i    f   °/  ^^^  ''^'"S'  "'^^  'Ji  ^""^  shock.    T^at 
of  the  Anabaptist  stood  the  straiaj.*!*  tfa«  Egypt      s 
was  split  open,  as  when  a  m«,  ^  1^^^  und 
fist  smashes  a  wataut.    The  rogw  wenTcte^,  Zd 
S2S  °"'  ""'  ^^'^^^^^^  feet  ^Z 


irr 


CHAPTER  XI 

HOW,  AND  FOR  WHAT  EXQUISITE  REASONS    CAPTATM 
BRAZENHEAD  ABDICATED  THE  THROnS  S"" 

Folding  his  ragged  doublet  about  his  bleeding 
breast.  Captain  Brazenhead  turned  his  face  owtd 

he  dais,  where  L.perata  sat  chaste  and  still,  like  some 
fair-haired  Madonna  of  the  North.  Not  uSn  h^' 
onlymusthelook,buthemust  frown  upon  tShud- 
dled  figure  of  Duke  Visconti,  and  consWer  whit  was 

o  be  done  with  him  and  his.  Great  and  weLZ 
thoughts  contended  within  him  as  he  stood  dS 
breathmg  and  deep-pondering,  there.    aHIs  S 

s  ?;rt'r  t  ^f  ^"^  ^^•^'^-^  '^>™s 

with  a  rag.    Such  of  Visconti's  body-guard  as  re 
mamed  alive  waited  upon  his  words      ^ 
He  was  master;  he  ruled  in  Milan.    At  a  word 

LTh  r  *5'  r"^^"  ''«'^  ty^^^t  would  be  eS 
guished,  and  that  which  he  had  greatly  Se^'d 

dtt'rjf'"\''r^^°'"^^-^^-b«-^^^^^^ 

cities  armies,  was  at  his  word;  more  than  all  these 
as  hinting  at  these  and  more,  the  waiting    /es  of 

S  S,^'  "^'"'"^  '''^'  °'  '^g'°"^'  the  held  b^h 
of  neighbouring  states  stood  attendant  upon  his 

Ts'  not    vor^'^'r  ''  ^^  ''^*  °»^  ^ord' Death, 
was  not,   you  would  say,  to   have  been  resisted. 
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P«a/A  to  T^.c^/,7  and  all  Lombardy  fell  crumbling 

And  yet  not  only  did  he  not  say  it,  but  he  knew  that 

thirh'^^M  '^"'^^^y^  Because  he  was  so  made 
that  he  could  not  take  life  in  cold  blood.  That  was 
one  reason.    This  pitiful,  blood-gluttonous,  ™then 

ZZ7^r      ^.'"  "'"''  '°  ^°"°"'  ^^^«  W«  deserts 
--must  then  go  free.    He  might  be  chained,  caged, 
bdden  away  w.thm  walls;  but  he  could  not  be  slain 
because  Brazenhead,  with  everything  to  gain,  could 
not  be  angry  with  him.    He  could  deplofe  him, T 

wo'^hv"^'  'P""?^  'P''  "P*'"  ^™'  ''"t  t'^^t  him  as  hate- 
worthy  he  could  not  for  aU  Milan  and  its  subject 

to  hinder  h.m  then  ?  "By  my  soul,"  said  he  to  him- 
sdf  when  I  am  Duke  of  Milan,  I  must  wive;  for  I 
must  get  me  a  dynasty,  d'ye  see?"  He  eyed  Vis- 
conti's  tall  daughter  as  he  spoke,  and  could  not  deny 
her  mens.  "Thou  and  I,  fair  dame!  O  propitious 
Lucma!"  And  then  he  locked  at  LiperaJa,  wEe 
she  chastely  sat,  a  mild  young  goddess.'^By  her  side 
Bianca  V.scont.  showed  the  termagant,  revealed  the 
shrew;  yes,  but  m  every  feature,  in  every  mould,  in 

the  mother  of  dukes  to  come. 
At  this  crisis  in  the  afifairs  of  Milan,  Bianca  Lioe- 

limped  up  to  his  master,  plucked  him  by  the  sleeve 
and  as  the  hero  stooped  to  him,  whispered  hoarsely 
m  his  ear.    The  hushed  auditory  could^ke  S 
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the  message,  which  was  in  the  Spanish  tongue;  but 
at  one  word,  out  of  many,  two  persons  started.  These 
were  Bianca  Visconti  and  \e  who  proposed  to  raise 
her  to  a  throne.  At  that  one  word  their  looks  en- 
countered.   Some  say  the  word  was  S/orza. 

Captain  Brazenhead,  at  any  rate,  paused ;  for  once 
m  his  hfe  he  showed  timidity.    "She  is  nothing  to 
me  beside  that  mouse  on  the  throne.    A  man  must 
be  snug,  d'ye  see?    Give  me  my  comforts,  and  I'll 
cry  you  quittance  of  your  strapping  ladies.    See  me 
at  my  ease,  having  well  supped,  slippers  on  my  feet 
plying  the  toothpick;  what  do  I  need  then,  ha? 
Why,  a  dove-eyed,  ministering,  kiss-me-quick  lass  to 
sit  on  my  knee  and  work  the  whisk  to  keep  the  flies 
away,  what  time  I  sleep  off  my  drink.     'Tis  so,  by 
Cock;  for  men  are  so  made  that  they  carry  a  maid's 
heart  by  storm  and  waste  the  world  until  they  have  it  • 
and  after  that  they  look  to  have  done  with  the  matter' 
All  must  be  solace  afterwards;  and  the  woman  wc-oed 
before  wedlock  must  thereafter  woo  until  the  end  of 
days.    Men  are  so  made,  there's  no  denying,  and  I 
more  than  most. 

"But  Madam  Bianca  there— lo,  you!  where  is  my 
ease?  Where  would  she  hide  my  slippers ?  Would 
she  flick  away  flies?  Not  so;  but  'My  lord,  I  pray 
you  fan  my  face  against  this  heat.'  'My  lord  I 
T-l!l'^  '^^^^  y°"  sing  me  lullaby.'  'Carry  you  'the 
child,  my  lord,  while  my  women  tie  my  hair.'  'Get 
np,  my  lord,  get  up,  and  snuff  the  candle;  I  vow  'tis 
yc  ur  turn.'  Why,  a  pest  upon  it,  how  should  a  man 
fand  force  to  lead  armies  afield,  or  preside  in  council- 
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chambers,  or  beard  the  envoys  of  foreign  princes,  if 
his  rest  is  to  be  broken,  his  pride  humbled,  his  cour- 
age frittered  off  him  like  cheese  oflf  a  grater?  Yet 
thus,  and  not  otherwise,  must  that  man  suffer  who  has 
Madame  Bianca  to  wife.  Yet  it  comports  not  with 
my  honour  to  lead  any  less  a  lady  to  the  throne  of 
Milan  Zounds,  but  I'll  none  of  your  thrones,  then 
at  such  a  price.  And  yet  withal-and  yet-oho, 
Madame  Bianca,  I  see  thee  the  mother  of  the  dukes 
my  sons! 

"A  proof,  a  proof!"  he  cried.  "I'll  put  all  to  the 
proof.  Mark  you  me,  Bilboan,  how  I  go  a-wooinjr 
m  my  own  fashion."  Followed  by  the  eyes  of  his 
crouching  ally,  still  busy  with  his  sores,  he  trod  im- 
petuously forward  to  the  dais. 

There  from  below  he  accosted  Bianca  Visconti, 
df.ughter  of  dukes. 

"Lady,  I  am  Master  of  Milan,  and  like  you  well 
enough.  Come  now,  shall  we  make  a  match  of  it? 
Will  you  be  a  soldier's  wife?" 

The  lady's  eyes  shone  steely  blue.    The  lady's 
cheeks  flushed  high. 
"Yes,  sir.    That  is  my  fixed  intention,"  she  said. 
Captam  Brazenhead  set  his  right  foot  upon  the 
second  degree  of  the  dais. 

"WeU  and  good,  then,  mistress,"  said  he.  "Gird 
me  on  that  forepiece  with  your  belt.  It  was  torn  in 
the  fray,  and  you  would  not  have  your  husband  go 
barefoot."  ^ 

^  Madame  Bianca  recoiled  as  if  a  hornet  had  stung 
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"Hound!"  said  she,  "do  you  dare?" 
But  Liperata  slipped  from  the  throne  and  ran  and 
knelt  by  the  great  foot.    She  took  her  kerehief  from 
her  fau-  hair  and  bound  the  torn  forcpiece  closely  to 

!nHm^P.,'"*>u!^*-  Captain  Brazenhead  stooied 
andhftedhermhisarms.  High  in  the  air  she  swu^ 
hke  a  feather  caught  in  a  tree. 

"Behold,  behold  the  wife  of  a  soldier!"  cried  her 
SutwK^uSr^^'^-'^-'^the 

r^rS  ?-f '  ^^y  ^^  '^^'  "^^  heart,  if  thou 
canst  find  it.  Thy  foes  are  all  dead  or  fled,  and  as 
lor  thy  tiuone,  I  renounce  it  with  a  flick  of  the  fin- 

fu''  ?.  ^"^  "  ^''^  ^^^  ^"le-  Fortune  send 
thy  stote  bolder  tyrants  than  thee.    As  for  ycu,  mis- 

i^,    and  he  turned  his  face  to  Madame  Bianca. 

If  you  wiU  be  a  soldier's  wife,  disdain  not  to  serve 
him  who  bleeds.  For  I  care  not  who  the  man  may 
be,  with  hiin  it  will  never  be  'Leave  to  love  thee  is  my 
l^re  So,  fare  you  heartily  well,  mistress,  and  the 
soldier,  your  husband.    As  for  me,  I  am  suited  here." 

*i.  !^l^'  ^  ^"^^^  ^^""^  f"""  the  dais,  and  put 
the  child  upon  his  shoulder.  Whistling  to  the  Bil- 
boan,  he  strode  leisurely  down  the  hall  over  the 
wnthen  bodies  of  the  dead  and  dying,  and  was  seen 
no  more  in  Milan  for  that  time        ^' ^"'^  ^^^  ^^ 

at  the  head  of  his  victorious  army,  and  shortly  after- 
ward irarned  Visconti's  daughter.  His  re^ts  at 
not  meeting  Captain  Brazenhead  must  have  been 
many  and  bitter.    What  were  Captain  Brazenhead's 
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feelings  we  have  no  means  of  knowing;  but  I  under- 
stand that  he  heard  of  the  entry  from  a  lodging  he  had 
in  Creniona  where,  under  the  name  of  Damoetas,  a 
shepherd,  he  was  then  dwelling  with  the  fair  Liperata 
l-rom  these  subsequent  events,  I  assume,  the  curious 
legend  must  have  arisen  that  among  the  many  Span- 
ish words  whispered  in  his  ear  by  the  Bilboan,  while 
all  Milan  lay  humble  at  his  feet,  was  the  Italian  word 
Sforza. 
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CHAPTER  I 

THE  STAG  AT  BORDEAUX 

T  J«  ?!  ?°"^  p°^  ^l^'  ^^^  ''"S'^S  ""onth,  and  year 
1428,  Captain  Brazenhead,  "late  of  Bureundv   for- 

just  then  Captain  Salomon,  Franc  Routier,  having 
seen  to  the  bringing  up  of  the  pink  Bonne  Espirance 
o  a  buoy  in  the  swirling  river  Gironde,  having  sworn 
in  three  languages  at  the  master  and  his  mariners 
who  knew  but  two  apiece,  and  having  forced  the  tear^ 
into  his  eyes  more  than  once  by  the  violent  twist  he 
had  given  his  moustachios,  said  finaUy,  "It  is  well  " 
and  had  himself  pulled  ashore  into  the  king  of  Eng- 
land s  good  town  of  Bordeaux.  The  hour  was  early 
marking  tha   silver  pause  of  time  ere  the  sun  first 

be  talked  by  the  classically  inclined  of  Aurora  and 
old  Tithonus.  Save  for  a  few  tousled  and  sprawling 
malefacto^,  a  stevedore  or  two,  a  musing  sailor,  a 
sentry,  and  a  friar  minor  raking  over  garbage  Can- 
tarn  Salomon  headed  for  a  cit%f  did  men;  an^ 
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yet  a^  he  sat  facing  towers  and  battlements,  stately 
astern  he  were  a  spectacle  for  Bordeaux  to  wonder  at 
had  r^ot  Bordeaux  been  so  deeply  abed.  Ax^'S  b 
a  blood-coloured  cloak,  his  sword  upon  his  kn^  one 
keen  eye  of  hin»  the  bony  and  red^dge  of  h"'ni' 
and  the  ends  of  his  moustachios  only  to  be  seen-all 
the  rest  steel  bonnet  and  blood-he  LghVh^°b^; 
a  duke  regaant  homing  to  his  faithful  duchy^n 
admiral  of  Vemce  returning  with  the  spoils  of  East- 

fS^oI^"^-    ^?^!!l^f^^-y««.^nxiouVandwatch- 

ul  on  the  quay  .le  did  appear  as  a  portent.    And  yet 

U  IS  the  fact  that  there  was  not  a  rascal  there,  pS 

ri^«7  K  ft  Y"^^  ^y  ^^^P^g  '^^  impendi^g^ar- 
nval,  who  had  less  idea  of  how  he  was  going  to  do  it 

lSn.??'\'''TT  ^""^  "^^  of  whaf  he  w^ 
going  to  do  when  he  landed.  He  surveyed  the  tid7 
he  marked  the  shipping.  There,  fast  moored  and 
empty  now,  lay  the  galleons  which  had  of  late  brought 
men  and  treasure  crowding  to  the  war;  and  he  swore 
o  h^lf  as  his  boat  brought  up  against  the  stZ! 

fI      f?  •  t'f  "  '^'  ^  ^^^'  ^  this  good  land  rf 
France  let  It  be  for  France  that  I  draw  my  sword 
Englar.d,  England!"  he  cried,  "thou  who  K; 
sworn  me,  be  thou  of  me  forsworn!"    No  matter 
now  what  was  his  grief  against  our  country  and  his 
though  the  tale  be  fruitful.    He  strikes  tSis  at  the 

a'nT^^rd''^  ""*''  "''*  *'^  '""^^'^^^  ^^ 
.  Boarding  the  quay  briskly,  he  set  off  as  one  whose 

rand,  for  he  had  none,  but  to  a  maxim  of  his  which 
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Sd'  S^;lr  r"'-.  '^-    A"^  ^"°ther  also 
^fl.   n   J°  '^  ^"'y  '^  y°»  would  be  so.    He  re- 

and  a  snorting    Si  je  connois  Bordeaux-ha,  Dieu '" 

Sv  a^?  t'  '"• '  '^'"^  ''  ^«  encounterrd 
iieauty  avoid,  here  is  a  tempered  blade."    If  he 

knew  not  where  to  find  what  he  sought'and  it  fe 

P|x,bable  that  he  did  not,  seeing  that  hf  h^d  neve  in 

h  s  Lfe  set  foot  n  Bordeaux  before,  he  knew  how  Z 

W  S  «  '^  ^'''''"'^•■^'  ^"^'  Providence  direct- 

ing the  very  first  person  he  jostled  cried  an  acquaint- 

he  i     «Q    ""?.  P''"y  ''^  ^^  ^°^  he  embraced 

hour  Bo  hi'  ^""'  °'^,  ^"'"P""'""'  '''^  "-^-^ 

thou!  Both  cheeks  were  kissed,  back  and  breast 
were  patted,  both  shoulders  were  held  and  ther 
owner  swayed  to  and  fro  like  a  loosened  post;  and  all 
£7{^  .^TT*f  *  "°*'°"  ^  Captain  Salomon's 
"Th,.  >!.  5'  ^'""^  '^''  "^"^  ^"^"«i  ™ght  be  called. 

thl??.^  ^°"  *^  ?°P'  ^  ''"°^'  ^°d  do  believe 
that  I  gave  h.m  the  broken  jaw  it  signifies.  That 
drooping  eyelid,  that  nick  in  it-is  it  possibk  I 
sliced  him  there?  Very  possible,  by  C^k."  He 
knew  the  man,  he  knew  the  man,  but  could  not  give 
himaname.    What  of  that?    The  man  invited  him 

anT'-V T?  t*  '^'1''^^=  ^'^^^  '""^  "^^  --«  hone" 
Z^a'"  ,  ■  '^^'  '°  ^""'"  *h°"ght  Captain  Brazen- 
head  "as  kmdly  as  I  take  to  this  his  proposal,  I'll 
have  the  name  out  of  him  before  we  come  to  'Host 


p 


I  'i 


{•:: 


84 


THE  COUNTESS  OF  PICPUS 


V': 


l\   1 


r,  i! 


another  of  your  best.'"  Without  more  said,  he 
crooked  his  arm  to  accommodate  the  man  of  the 
droopmg  eyelid. 

Tongues  ruled  high  and  easy  in  the  kitchen  of  The 
Stag.    The  mistress  of  the  house  sent  the  turnspit 
out  to  play,  lest  he  would  become  wise  before  the 
time;  for  the  reminiscences  of  these  two  eminent  men 
spared  neither  age  nor  sex.    As  for  the  maids,  one  of 
them  set  foot  over  the  threshold  with  the  morning's 
bread,  and  was  in  the  room  for  just  so  long  as  it 
akes  to  put  a  batch  in  the  oven.    She  entered  re- 
ligion in  the  afternoon  of  the  same  day  in  the  Ursu- 
hne  Convent,  and  broke  the  heart  of  the  scrivener's 
apprentice  who  loved  her.    But  she  said  that  it  must 
be  so,  for  that  she  had  never  known  until  that  mo- 
ment what  men  were  or  women  could  be     This  is 
very  niuch  of  a  piece  with  Captain  Brazenhead's  re- 
port of  himself,  that  when,  upon  his  return  from  the 
Lombardy  wars,   he  made  his  confession   in  the 
Church  of  Allhallows  at  Barking,  the  priest  who 
shrove  him  died  m  the  night,  howling  like  a  wolf 
And  yet  the  conversation  which  furnishes  me  with 
this  anecdote  was  but  so  much  opening  music:  it  was 
not  until  the  sun  was  reddening  the  roofs  of  Bordeaux 
and,  reflectmg  from  a  window,  struck  into  the  filmv 
eye  and  drooping  eyelid  of  Captain  Salomon's  friend 
that  any  serious  efiFort  was  made  by  my  hero  to  come 
to  what  you  might  call  terms  with  the  man 

But  then  he  hinted-the  man  hinted-at  proper 
busmen,  men's  business  of  iron  and  hard  knocks 
which  had  called  him  to  Bordeaux  and  out  of  the 


THE  COXWTESS  OF  PICPUS 


8S 


snuggest  quarters  that  ever  soldier  had;  to  traverse 
France  from  end  to  end,  to  slink  by  the  mountains  of 
Navarre,  and  enter  Guienne  under  cover  of  night 
lest  he  might  be  caught  by  the  French  and  taken  out 
of  his  lawful  quarrel  to  enter  into  one  with  which  he 
had  no  concern.    By  "lawful  quarrel"  he  was  easily 
understood  to  mean  that  for  which  he  was  paid 
Burgundy  and  England  were  his  friends,  he  said,  and 
i-rance  was  the  enemy,  since  France  had  designs  pre- 
cisely where  he  had.    Burgundy  he  had  approached ; 
he  had  been  to  Dijon,  thence  to  Besanfon,  and  there 
had  seen  the  Duke's  Chancellor.    Burgundy  said 
him  not  nay;  Burgundy  would  advise.    And  now 
he  was  at  Bordeaux  with  messages  for  the  Regent 
of  England  and  the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  but  the  one 
was  m  Paris  and  the  other  before  Orleans-and 
meantime  he  had  met  "his  friend  here." 

It  was  now  apparent  to  our  listener  that  his  mysteri- 
ous acquaintance  was  as  completely  ignoran--  of  his 
name  as  he  himself  was  of  the  speaker's.    Being  a 
good  judge  of  physiognomy,  he  could  not  doubt  that 
an  excellent  villainy  was  afoot;  of  which,  however, 
he  must  know  more  before  he  committed  himself 
He  was  careful  in  his  approach,  therefore,  not  dis- 
guising for  a  moment  the  truth  that  he  was  for  hire 
but  affecting  a  squeamishness  which  he  was  far  from 
feeling  as  to  what  manner  of  service  he  would  take 
He  dandled  his  foot,  he  looked  about,  clacked  his 
tongue  over  the  wine.    "A  cold  vintag.  this  Borde- 
lais,  ha?    Not  a  wine  that  stays  by  you,  ha?    No 
no,  old  marksman,  give  me  the  rich  vats  of  Volnayl 
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Or  Hennitage  seven  years  in  cellar.    You  are  right 
you  are  right,  chevalier;  Burgundy  is  the  friend  of 
honest  nien.    Hey,  the  golden  slopes,  the  dark-blue 
water,  the    cradling  women  of    Beaujolais!    Ever 
lovely  to  mel    Well,  if  your  quarrel  is  just,  it  is 
enough  for  you.    It  should  be,  to  have  led  you  so  far 
iiut  forme,  companion,  for  me-I  play  the  great 
^me     I  have  played  it  too  long,  and,  I  say  it!  too 
stoutly  to  relish  another.    Your  cattle-lifting,  your 
taking  of  toU  from  merchants  and  pedlars,  your  Mtti- 
coat-work,  your  piracy,  your  fly-by-night,  password, 

thrones,  I  Imk  duchy  to  duchy;  by  me  kings  reign, 
and  queens'  dowries  are  made  fatter.  Why  game- 
ster you  should  know  me  better!  Where  is  your 
border  warfare,  then?"  ^ 

It  is  to  be  judged  that  Captain  Salomon  was  boast- 

Z\i,    .^7^1'  ^"*  ^'*^  ^^^'^-    He  wished  to 
provoke  the  truth  out  of  his  friend,  and  he  did  pro- 
voke some  of  It    Very  earnestly  regarding  him  out 
of  bs  unhmdered  eye,  that  friend  put  a  hand  on  his 
•?■ »   \      "^'^  '^  concerned  in  my  errand,"  he 
said,     and  a  county  also.    The  most  nobly  made 
lady  m  Prove.^e  ,s  touched  upon  her  honour,  and  a 
most   reverend    prelate    offended.    I   recruit    you 
chieftam;  chivahy  caUs  you-and  this  token,  which 
IS  earnest  of  more."    He  drew  out  of  his  breast  a 
purse;  out  of  that  he  chose  two  rose  nobles.    With 

Ti,     /i,"!''f-  ^f.*^'  ^°'"'  ^"d  P^i'l  't.  the  other 
he  handed  to  his  friend,  who  bi.  it  and  was  satisfied 
Both  gentlemen  rose;  the  man  of  money  put  his  hand 
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upon  the  shoulder  of  the  man  of  wiles.  "We  need 
you,  my  lord,"  he  said,  "we  need  your  sword-arm; 
come  with  us.  I  depart  within  a  few  days  having 
done  ray  errand.  I  was  bidden  levy  a  troop— and  I 
have  levied  you!  A  .roop!  I  have  in  you  an  army 
for  the  field.  Make  this  your  quarters,  free  lodging 
and  entertainment  is  yours.  You  will  hear  of  me 
when  you  will  at  all  hours.  Till  our  next  meeting- 
remember  Jack  Pym." 

Pym!  If  he  remembered  Jack  Pym!  The  Cap- 
tain slapped  a  peck  of  dust  out  of  his  thigh  as  he  en- 
tirely failed  to  remember  him.  He  raked  into  the 
drabbest  deeps  of  his  memory,  explored  a  history 
which  had  been  more  happily  forgotten  and  ex- 
pended an  ingenuity  which  had  been  better  employed. 
He  did  not  remember  Jack  Pym ;  of  that  he  was  clear, 
and  clear  he  was  also  that  he  did  not  like  him.  "A 
very  paltry,  sententious  dog,  this  Pym,"  he  con- 
sidered, "with  an  eyelid  like  a  guttering  candle.  I 
fancy  the  man  as  little  as  I  fancy  a  boiled  fish,  and  I 
doubt  his  business  here.  Yet  he  has  money"— he 
looked  at  a  fine  coin  in  his  hand  which  men  give  not 
to  men  for  nothing— "and  while  he  has  money  it 
might  be  well"— he  pocketed  the  coin— "to  see 
much  more  of  Pym." 

He  stood,  considering  Pym  and  his  capacities,  in 
the  dooi-way  of  The  Stag,  looking  out  upon  the  Rue 
de  la  Ferronnifere;  and— see  how  things  fall  out  for 
heroes  and  rogues  alike!  A  girl  was  before  him, 
trundling  a  mop,  a  girl  in  a  green  stuff  petticoat  and 
bodice  of  pink.    She  was  comely,  with  dusty  gold 
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looked  at  the  flawletttTth' s^/  r^Sftf ' 
sudden  burst  into  ir  lodv  of  tC  Z!l  •    °^  * 

kind-melody  which  aSeth.u"'*  fr-P'ercing 
set  aU  the  doky^bS  andTh,"!!  ^^.^^'^J^^"-. 
about  to  find  the^istuS^tt  iX^^i"'"^^^ 

'O  dear  my  love,  my  Pericles,' 
Thus  soft  Aspasia  she  did  sigh, 
H  so  you  play  in  companies, 
Ho«r  would  you  do  when  none  were  by?' 
Come,  chuck/  quod  he,  '  come  out  an/try.' 

She  stoo^Tngi  in  L^t^elK  «t'  ^r.''' 
upon  the  fine  florid  singer'  °P'  ^^'^denng 

■he  ToMiant  Bmy,  «  Uie  end  of  ^hi^Zihli 
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d^^"f'  *"^i?  '^'  '^'  ^°"^  "^  ^^  blood-coloured 
Cloak.  In  another  moment  he  was  at  close  quarters  • 
the  flower,  a  clove  camar  on.  was  under  her  chin,  its 
stalk  m  her  clasp.  * 

loJS'«!l'  ^''^K  ^''^  ^P*^'"  Brazenhead,  and 
looked  at  her  out  of  one  eye.    The  other  was  cbsed. 

w.n?-'.'""i.  '^^  ^'d-and  the  stalk  of  the  flower 
went  mto  her  mouth,  and  thence  the  flower  itself 
daged  while  the  conver^tion.  if  such  TJt 
called,  became  fluent  and  intimate. 

She  told  him,  in  reply  to  questions,  that  her  name 
was  Nicole  la-Gr4ce-de-Dieu.  and  that  she  came 
from  Nogent-le-Rotrou  in  the  Orl&nais,  or  as  gZ 
as  m  it-m  it,  that  is,  when  the  French  were  in  frttk 
and  cut  agam  when  the  English  came  up.  She  wa^ 
one  of  the  maids  in  the  kitchen  of  The  Stag,  hired  by 

S/'n  T  """"^"^  '"^^  ^""^  ^  "^^  gown  at 
Wn  T^^'  ^^^^^^\^ffectionately  disposed  toward 
Simon  Muschamp,  who  was  one  of  the  singing-men 
in  the  church  of  Saint-Michel-le-Grand,  and  a  ^" 
musician.  He  had  promised  to  many  her  whether 
year  was  up,  and  she  believed  that  he  would  keen 
his  word.  She  liked  flowers  as  much  as  other  girk 
did,  but  of  course  she  had  to  be  careful-and  she 
was  his  humble  servant. 

"It  is  otherwise,  far  otherwise,  beautiful  Nicole  " 
^d  Captain  Brazenhead.  "Listen  now  to  me'" 
Whereupon  he  told  her  as  many  surprising  things 
about  hmi^lf  as  he  could  rememL  0"  invent  S 
the  spur  of  the  moment.  As  for  instance,  he  ^d 
that  he  was  the  seventh  child  of  a  seventh  child, 
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J!f Sifr  '"  *^  "^^""^^  ""n'J^;  that  previously 
S.^L^'^T'''r■*^•***"'«^ative  of  the  Sophy 

Ji^!- 1*'"!.''^^  "'=^"''  ^PP«"«1  to  her  before  any 
to  a™^  f  "'"'l"  ""^  'l!'  "^'^^ '  '^'  ^'  had  been  brS 
ho,^.t  ""^^"/""'l^P  ^'''^  '^^d  done  feats  on 
horseback  and  afoot  which  he  hesitated  to  relate 
because  o    her  youth  and  inexperience.    He  did 

for  h.m,  not  always  in  vain;  that  perfumed  gloveT 
for  mstance,  had  been  wont  to  fall  at  his  feet  as  he 
walked  the  streets  of  nights,  particularly  in  Italy 
7^tX^TJ'''^-    ^'^ders,  too.  of  sUk,  and  of 
remarkable  Lghtness  and  pliancy,   had   unfolded 
hemselves  from  leafy  balconies  and  invited  him 
to  romantic  adventure  more  times  than  h    couS 
afford  o  remember.    He  had  twice  been  to  Avignon 
"bS'J?'^  'u'uT'  '"'''  ^'  ^^^'  to  lord,  fnce 
to  man.    The  Court  was  no  more  strange  to  him 
ban  camp  or  bower.    "Sir  John  Falstaff  y^LTy 
friend.    I  shared  Harry  with  him,  our  latlkiT 

Zn  th^U  ^""T^"^  "^"^  '™^  he  hath  jogg^ 

thCI^  ir  \T"'  "°i  '°  ^'y-'  -""^  timei  fhan 
thou  art  years  old,  maiden,  belike."  He  clapDed 
h.s  hand  to  his  heart,  and  opened  his  s^ond  Se 
UF-n  the  g,rL  "Battered,  indifferent  wicked,  fc^rdl 
deep  m  craft  and  counsel,  unwearied  in  adventure 
-what  I  have  been  is  all  one.  What  I  may  be  is 
before  you,  lady.    Fortune  calls;  I  see  the  wWte 
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road  of  honour  winding  like  a  ribbon  among  the  stony 
rocks.    I  go,  I  go  Fortune;  for  so  it  is  decreed  of 
aU  the  Brazenheads.    But  I  should  be  a  rtcreant 
to  the  blood  I  boast  did  I  either  of  two  things-tum 
my  back  upon  peril  or  my  eyes  away  from  a  beau- 
teous maid.    I  have  touched  you,  I  see!"    He  had 
It  IS  true.    Nicole  wore  a  becoming  blush  and  sui. 
fered  an  unquiet  breast.    "Hal"  he  cried,  "and  a 
smgmg  mouse  seeks  you  to  be  his.    Oh,  bleater  of 
anthems,  beware  of  the  soldier!"    A  little  more  of 
such  eloquence  was  enough.    With  a  promise  from 
Nicole  that  she  would  wait  upon  him  at  supper, 
If  her  mistress  would  permit  her,"  Captain  Biazen- 
head  went  blithely  on  his  errands,  if  errands  he  had, 
m  this  good  town  of  Bordeaux. 


CHAPTER  II 


VI   ET  ASMIS 

Michel-le-Giand,  proved  to  be  a  rusi  youth  of  a  Dale 
and  narrow  cast  of  features,  who  said  little  twfddS 

pt:S\rt1,"^'^'11 ''''  stating  anJ^SS 
procession  of  them  with  moody  satisfaction     H^ 

^^rcMnl' r'^r--  r  «^  P'^clt trdeau" 
Zke  an  ,W  ^^P'^'"  '  "^^^^  ^'^^^  ^e  chose  to 

make  an  inconvenient  appearance  at  the  suoner 

ine  aeuce.  The  Captam-spectacle  of  a  good  man 
struggbng  with  calamity-dM  his  best  to^,  S 
ct^"^"?^  high  h^nd.    He  cauSl  NiSfe  ht 

pSh  to  n     r'-"'  '"''"^^  '"'^  his  affairs  and 
Ekh    anH  "^^h'^>°te«st;  hoped  that  he  kept  his 
neaith,  and  that  his  aged  mother  kpnt  »,»« 
shocked  to  find  that  shI  was  no  mort anfi  T 

pa 
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Nevertheless,  he  found  that  Simon  had  a  cold  and 
critical  eye  frequently  upon  him  »ind  always  with 
disapproval  and  a  way  of  turning  down  the  comers 
of  his  mouth  when  the  tale  took  a  higher  flight 
than  usua  ,  which  tended  to  shut  Nicole's  rosy  lips- 
wonderfully  open  before-to  a  kind  of  judicial  prim- 
us; fl^^'"/''?;;''  "'"^^  '^'  *"••"«"  °"'  of  our  man 
hke  a  flood  of  cold  water.  Brine  was  a  very  necessary 
concomitant  m  the  Brazenhead  mixture  "I'm  a 
savoury  ham,  and  that's  a  fact,"  he  was  accustomed 
to  say,  but  you  might  as  weU  eat  an  egg  without 
^It  as  souse  the  devil  out  before  you  emoy  me  " 
A  narrow  nvaliy  irked  him;  he  was  by  no  means 

£"^'  ^°^'^  ^""^  ^^^^  '"^^  ^^^o""  as  might  be 
aUotted  and  welcome;  but  he  was  not  to  be  scared  of! 
by  a  singmg-man,  and  when  he  reflected  that  in  a 
day  or  so  s  time,  Pym  might  claim  him  for  the  road 
and  Sunon  be  left  in  serene  possession,  he  felt  prickles 
at  the  back  of  his  neck,  which  meant  that  his  hair 

w  T  ^I^  "^^  ^'^"^•"S  "P'  a°d  was  a  bad  sign. 

He  had  found  out  in  the  course  of  an  adventurous 

life  that  It  was  a  mistake  to  deny  yourself  what  was 

If  ,  «h  i  ^T}^^'  ^"*^  ^^  °°*  '°"g  '"  coming 
at  a  short  way  of  deahng  with  Simon.  He  intended 
hun  no  bodily  hurt  at  the  moment,  but  was  firmly  of 
opinion  that,  for  the  sake  of  his  own  dignity,  if  Nicole 
was  not  to  be  his,  neither  might  shf  bJ'simS 
That  upon  which  Brazenhead  casts  a  favouring  eye 
must  be  Bra^nhead's  or  God's.  If  so  be  that  I  must 
take  the  road  along  with  my  friend,  warlike  Pym 
Sunon  must  take  it  with  me.  and  Nicole  the  veil    I  am' 
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sorry  for  Ihe  girl,  who  struck  my  fancy,  but  she  wifl 
not  be  the  first  to  be  scorched  in  my  flame-ah,  and 
shnveUed,  the  pretty  niothl  Alack  that  it  should  be 
sol  But  Cupid  is  a  cruel  god,  as  all  poets  know, 
whose  way  is  over  splintered  rocks.  And  where  is 
the  lover  that  is  not  a  poet?  Not  here  "-he  struck 
his  chest— "no,  not  here,  by  Cock." 

Meditating  these  necessities,  which,  or  some  of 
which,  are  common  to  our  nature,  his  surprise  was 
high  when  Simon  Muschamp  waited  upon  him  on  a 
morning,  and  in  the  course  of  private  conversation 
open-xl  to  him  similar  proposals.    Simon  was  em- 
powered to  offer  his  friend-if  he  might  say  so,  and 
the  captain  said  that  he  might  for  the  moment-a 
share  m  an  adventure  of  peril  to  which  he  himself 
was  bound;  and  he  did  so,  he  said,  in  the  sure  per- 
suasion that  Captain  Brazenhead  was  one  of  those 
untiring  champions  of  honour  who  would  sooner  re- 
fuse the  sacrament  than  the  chance  of  death  in  the 
open.    When  he  had  added  that  death  was  one 
alternative  and  life  on  a  competence  the  oth.;r,  he 
believed  that  all  was  said. 

Captain  Salomon,  who  had  listened  open-mouthed 

to  this  extraordinary  preface,  exclaimed  here  that 

all  was  by  no  means  said.    "As  thus,"  he  went  on 

where  are  we  for,  little  man  ?"  ' 

"With  horse  and  arms,  dear  sir,"  replied  Simon. 

"into  Provence." 

"And  what  do  we  do  with  our  horses  and  arms  in 
Provence?" 
"We  assist,  under  God,  a  lady  of  nobility  and  easy 
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fortune  in  tkjse  parts— the  Lady  Roesia  des  Baux, 
who  is  ward  of  the  Bishop  of  Agde." 

"WegotoAgdel  We  go  to  the  south  I  And  what 
is  the  grief  of  the  Lady  Roesia,  and  what  the  grief 
of  his  lordship  the  bishop?" 

"That,"  said  Simon,  "I  am  not  yet  allowed  to  tell 
you;  but  I  m  .y  add  that  we  go  in  armed  strength  into 
the  duchy  of  Savoy."  Captain  Brazenhead  was 
confounded— nay,  he  was  shocked.  This  singing- 
man  would  go  armed  into  Savoy,  levying  war!  His 
narrow  eyes  would  peer  into  the  fleshless  orbs  of 
Death:— into  the  bitten  .yes  of  dead  and  ruined 
men!— into  the  scared  eyes  of  dead  women!  This 
throstle-pipe  would  leave  "Jesu,  dulcis  memoria," 
and  try  a  trumpet-stave  of  "Ha,  Saint  Denis!"  or 
"Ha,  Montjoie!" 

He  was  stem  with  the  singing-man.  "Look  you, 
Simon,  I  doubt  your  tale,  and  your  mountains  of 
Savoy.  Pale  weed,  I  have  seen  the  Alps;  white 
death  there,  Simon,  and  ice  in  the  marrow  of  stouter 
men  than  thou!  No,  no.  To  the  quire  with  thee, 
boy.  Prick  songs,  or  souls,  Simon,  and  le?,ve  the 
pricking  of  spears  to  thy  betters!"  His  moustachios 
aspired  toward  heavp  1,  his  eyebrows  bent  to  meet 
them  on  the  way.  "And  so  much  for  thee,  Simon," 
said  Captain  Brazenhead,  thinking  so,  indeed;  but 
tb«;  singing-man  gently  persisted. 

"  My  tale  is  none  the  less  true,  sir.  Soon  we  must 
depart." 

The  Captain  threw  up  his  head. 

"And  where  do  we  go  so  soon?" 
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Bis'hS^'"^°  '"^  ^^''  '^''  *°  *^'  *=^^"'=  °^  the  Lord 

;;Your  authority?"    He  snapped  his  words. 
My  authority,  sir,  is  a  gentleman-at-arms." 
l-et  me  see  this  gentleman." 
"You  shall,  sir,"said  Simon,  and  went  out,  and  re- 
turned with   Pym-Pym  of  the  dnx,ping  eyelS 
Captam  Brazenhead  was  again  confounded!  and  fo; 

sa  d.    He  was  Pym's,  and  Simon  was  Pym's  and 
Nicole  might  take  the  veil  as  soon  as  she  mu?  Vhus 

h.s  along  With  ,t;  but  what  had  confounded  a  not 
easily  confounded  soldier  was  that  Simon  Muschamo 

thl'^'vl"''^  ^'^  °"  ^'^  «-°  ^-^-""t  that  v^r? 
thing  which  was  to  have  been  settled  for  him.  Thfe 
sort  of  strategy  was  outside  experience,  and  should 
have  given  a  hint  of  the  quire-mVn's  quality 

-^ow  so  free  was  Pym  of  his  rose  nobles,  so  efficient 

were  his  preparations,  that  in  a  few  days'  time  a  re 

spectable  troop  had  been  coDected,  moused  a^S 

hcked  into  discipline  of  a  kind,  and  was  deciar™  ^ 

Captain  Brazenhead  to  be  ready  for  the  field.    By 

discipline"  he  meant  that  they  would  none  of  them 

run  away  so  long  as  you  were  looking  at  them-no 

more.    And  "respectable"  U,  or  may  he,  an  ad^cti^e 

of  number,  and  is  so  used  here.    In  no  other  ^nle 

could  It  be  applied  to  the  force  about  to  march  t^S 

assijance  of  the  Bishop  of  Agde.    "You  have  here! 

my  Pym,"  the  Captain  had  said  frankly,  "a  score  o 

the  sorriest  scoundrels  in  this  broken  realm  of  France 
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You  have  a  coin-clipper,  two  Jews,  three  Andalusian 
half-castes,  an  unfrocked  priest,  and  two  men  con- 
demned to  the  hulks  for  robbing  children  on  their 
way  to  church  If  that  pock-marked  feUow  on  the 
bay  IS  not  a  deserter  from  the  English,  then  I  don't 
know  a  horse  from  a  mule;  and  as  for  your  Gascons, 
let  widows  weep.  They  will  talk  themselves  off  this 
earth  m  four-and-twenty  hours.  Then  ,our  Simon. 
What  do  you  make  of  Simon  and  his  narrow  face? 
Modesty!  Too  circumspect  for  me,  and  too  careful  of 
the  way  we  are  going.  I  have  a  thought  that  he 
knows  It  backwards  and  intends  to  test  his  knowledge 
beveral  thmgs  incline  me  to  think  that  Simon  and  I 
are  to  try  a  fall  of  wits  together." 

This  was  upon  the  road,  some  few  leagues  from 
Bordeaux,  whence  they  had  departed  at  the  dawn  of 
a  fine  summer's  day,  watched  by  the  fair  Nicole 
a  Gr4ce-de-Dieu.  She,  the  cause  of  much  that  was 
to  come,  had  stood  upon  the  wall  as  they  defiled 
through  the  landward  gate.  In  her  mouth  the  clove 
carnation  of  her  wooing  was  twisting  upon  its  stalk. 
And  Farewell,  thou  bright  disaster!"  Captain 
Brazenhead  had  cried  her;  for  he  udged  that  much 
•ler  due  and  his  duty,  and  had  waved  his  hand.  She 
ha,d  kissed  hers  for  answer,  but  whether  to  the  Cap- 
tain or  to  Simon  Muschamp  nobody  can  say  It  is 
certain  that  Simon  scowled. 

It  would  seem  that  the  pretty  figure  she  made  up 
there—  like  a  wilding  flower"— on  the  wall,  with  the 
sun  on  her  face  and  hair,  persisted  and  gave  thoughts; 
tor  the  Captam  led  the  conversation  to  women  and 
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fond  lovers  more  than  once,  and  while  he  did  not 
himself  refer  to  Nicole,  he  was  careful  that  others 
should.    All  he  ever  said  about  her  was  in  answer  to 
some  eulogy  of  Pym's.    "She  had  a  taking  shape— 
that's  all  I  know,"  was  his  commentary,  and  a  fit  of 
profound  meditation  the  result  of  that.    But  it  was 
from  the  moment  when  she  kissed  her  hand,  and 
Simon  scowled,  that  the  Captain  began  to  keep  the 
young  man  in  his  eye,  and  he  soon  saw  that  the 
youth's  proceedings  were  not  such  as  a  man  makes 
who  has  a  week's  journey  in  front  of  him.    Nor  were 
they  those  of  a  man  who  is  out  for  a  known  stage  of 
leagues,  and  sure  of  a  night's  rest  for  himself  and  his 
beast.    Simon  spared  his  horse,  travelled  light,  and 
was  careful  of  landmarks.    He  paused  at  the  tops  of 
hills,  inquired  into  the  names  of  villages,  and  refused 
entirely  to  accompany  Captain  Brazenhead  in  the 
pursuit  of  certain  mallards  with  a  goshawk.    All 
these  circumspect  arrangen  .cnts  of  the  narrow-faced 
clerk  did  his  rival  mark  and  ponder. 

But  other  serious  matters  claimed  a  part  of  his 
attention.  Mr.  Pym,  free  of  Bordeaux,  opened  the 
whole  of  his  commission,  which,  however  little  it  is 
part  of  mine,  I  must  summarise  for  the  reader's  con- 
venience. 

If  the  Lady  Roesia  des  Baux  were  a  person  of  con- 
sequence, as,  being  heiress  of  a  seigniory  and  last  of 
a  long,  wicked,  and  very  noble  line,  she  could  hardly 
fail  to  be,  she  was,  said  Pym,  rendered  doubly  con- 
sequential by  the  fact  of  her  betrothal  to  a  certain 
prince,  no  other  than  the  Count  Philibert  of  Savoy, 
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and  trebly  so,  in  his  eyes,  by  her  tutelage  under  the 
famous  Bishop  Martin  of  Agde,  in  whose  service  Pym 
V,  proud  to  acknowledge  himself  and  proud  to  have 
enlisted  his  momentous  friend.  Such  a  lady,  then, 
was  the  Lady  Roesia,  who,  waiting  at  her  ripe'age  of 
sixteen  years  and  a  half  until  it  should  please  Count 
J'hihbert  to  marry  her,  was  stolen  c.  t  of  her  rocky 
demesne  by  the  Red  Count  of  Picpus  and  taken  a 
prisoner  God  knows  whither,  to  the  scandal  of  all 
Christendom,  the  contempt  of  Holy  Church,  and  the 
vexation  of  everybody  in  the  world  except  Count 
Phihbert.    Now,  he,  said  Pym,  being  a  man  of 

forty  years  old,  and  passably  vicious 

An  interruption  from  Captain  Brazenhead  shows 
his  knowledge  of  the  world  jf  men,  and  of  manners. 
No,  no,  Pym,"  he  said,  with  lifted  hand,  "you  are 
wrong.  I  know  the  Prince;  I  met  him  in  Milan  be- 
fore this  century  was  begun.  His  vices  are  perfectly 
agreeable  to  his  degree.  He  is  of  a  reigning  house, 
brother  to  a  sovereign— ah,  to  a  monarch!  What  in 
you  might  be  deplorable,  my  poor  Pym,  or  in  me 
noteworthy,  in  Count  Philibert,  I  assure  you,  is 
hardly  remarkable."  Pym  was  annoyed,  and  sawed 
the  air  to  show  that  he  was.     "The  thing  is  of  no 

moment,"  continued  his  friend,  "but  yet " 

_  "Of  moment  or  not,"  cried  Pym,  "it  is  woundily 
mconvenient  to  condone  a  man's  vices  when  I  am 
about  to  tell  you  of  his  lady's  perfections." 

"That  is  so,"  said  Captain  Brazenhead.    "Ad- 
vance, my  Pym." 
The  deed  of  dread  was  done,  the  young  lady  neatly, 
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expeditiously,  and  immitigably  ravished,  said  Pym- 

ifVI  ^^^  '^°""'  °^  ^'"^P^s  ^^s  suspected  of  it.' 
It  Madame  Roesia  was  not  in  his  stronghold  of  Pic- 
pus  m  Savoy,  then  many  persons  were  liars,  and  some 
were  fools.    A  priest,  an  old  priest  of  Beaucaire 
who  served  the  Red  Count  for  chaplain,  had  her  tale 
in  confession,  had  broken  the  faith  he  owed  his  mas- 
ter and  given  himself  the  trouble  to  come  down  to 
Agde  to  warn  the  Bishop  thereof.    Now  we  were  at 
tne  point.    The  Bishop,  a  warlike  prelate,  was  about 
to  levy  war  upon  Picpus.    Pym,  then  serving  him  in 
an  honourable  capacity,  was  sent  first  to  Burgundy 
then  to  the  English.    From  Burgundy  he  had  had 
promises,  from  the  English  curses;  but  from  the  Eng- 
lish, nevertheless  (he  rubbed  his  hands),  he  had  got 
a  jewel  of  price,  when  he  got  Captain  Salomon 
iirazenhead,  sometimes  called  The  Great. 

Captain  Brazenhoad,  as  he  listened  carefuUy  to 
this  tale,  was  not  so  sure  that  Pym  had  got  him  as 
Pym  seemed  to  be.    There  was  much  to  be  weighed 
in  the  adventure;  and  what  interested  him  mostly  in 
it,  that  to  which  he  found  his  mind  recurring  again 
and  agam,  was  what  was  the  present  state  of  Les 
Baux  Itself,  th?.  fair  seigniory,  one  of  the  noblest  in 
Provence?    Sat   Picpus  there  in  possession?    He 
could  hardly  suppose  so.    Had  he  yet,  as  no  doubt 
he  intended,  married  Roesia?    If  he  had  not-if  he 
had  not—    The  red  blood  rose  singing  up  from  Cap- 
tarn  Brazenhead's  heart,  and  made  his  head  spfai 
round.    So  soon  as  he  was  recovered  from  his  vertigo 
he  mterrogated  Pym. 


THE  COUNTESS  OF  PICPUS  jor 

"This  is  a  fine  tale  you  tell  me  here,"  he  said  "I 
should  be  hard  shifted  to  better  it.  And  so  we  are 
forLesBaux?" 

^'^No,  no,"  says  Pym,  "we  go  to  Agde." 
Peste!    But  we  take  the  road  of  Marseille,  I 
suppose?"  ' 

_  "We  do  not,"  says  Pym;  "we  take  the  road  of  Per- 
pignan.  Thence  we  cv.-..  „  y^„^  ^„  Englishman, 
are  in  a  hurry  for  heave,L  you  w  .J  enter  the  French 
kmg  s  country  as  soon  as  you  can.  In  that  case  your 
road  hes  yonder.  I  am  in  no  such  hurry.  I  go  to 
Orthez,_  thence  to  Pau  in  B&m,  and  thence  by  the 
mountains  which  are  any  man's  land,  into  the  coun- 
try of  the  Count  of  Foix.  Thence  I  ship  for  Agde  " 
Doubtless  you  are  right,"  said  Captain  Brazen- 
head;  but  now  tell  me  this.  From  Agde  we  eo  I 
suppose,  to  Picpus?  Or  are  we  perhaps  too  late? 
is  It  possible  that  Picpus  has  possessed  himself  of  the 

l^ady  Roesia— I  mean  by  marriage  ?  Or,  again " 

^  You  ask  too  many  questions,"  said  Pym  testily. 
l-romAgde  we  by  no  means  go  to  Picpus,  but  to 
Coneo  m  Savoy,  to  the  Count  Philibert.  Do  you 
think  that  lords,  bishops,  and  princes  in  alliance  levy 
war  ike  little  pirates,  so  that  the  first  declaration  of 
hostilities  you  have  is  the  slitting  of  your  windpipe? 
If  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Agde  has  been  ten  years  learn- 
ing of  the  tale,  may  he  not  be  as  many  months  right- 
ing of  the  wrong,  in  a  nobleman's  manner  ?  Friend 
you  know  better."  ' 

"Maybe  that  I  do,"  said  Brazenhead  calmly  "yet 
there  is  much  to  be  said  for  the  more  ancient  plan." 
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When  the  Count  and  the  Bishop  have  joined 
toces  a  summons  of  outlawry  wiU  be  sent  to  Picpus 
with  heralds  and  a  papal  nuncio.  Protocols  wiU  be 
exchanged,  ambassadors  accredited;  there  wiU  be  a 
conference "  "«"  uc  d. 

rZ"?  ^^  f^""'"^  the  Count  of  Picpus  wiU  have  a 

and  I  should  say,  a  young  Count  of  Picpus  in  arm^ 
ready  to  be  weaned." 

«,;7p"  ^"f^"  ^^  ''''  ''^P'^  ''^  °'^'"^^  Christians," 
saad  Pym  "but  not  sc  are  princes  to  be  measured. 
1  he  Count  of  Picpus  has  gone  to  Rome  to  sue  for  a 
divorce  from  the  Lady  Blandemire,  his  wife.  It  is 
veiy  seldom  that  a  gentleman  of  his  degree  can  be 
wedded  at  a  moment's  notice.  He  has  had  three 
wives  already." 

"The  proper  man!    Has  he  so.  indeed?"  says 
Brazenhead ;  and  asked  no  more  questions.    Indeed 
he  fell  mto  a  fit  of  musing  which  lasted  him  untO  the 
halt  for  dmner  was  sounded  upon  the  horn 

But  for  all  this  and  that,  he  never  failed  to  keep 
one  eye  upon  the  dubious  proceedings  of  Simon 
Muschamp  the  pale  singing-man,  whose  naTw 
tace  seemed  too  anxious  for  the  steel  saUet  which 
adorned  it.  wuilu 
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HUE  AND  CRY  AFTER  SIMON 

That  desolate  country  of  salt  marsh,  swamp,  and 
cranes,  which  begins  soon  after  you  leave  Bordeaux 
delighted  Captain  Brazenhead  when  he  had  shaken 
ofiF  the  effects  of  the  tale  he  had  heard.  It  afforded 
him  abundant  opportunities  for  the  flying  of  his  gos- 
hawk, in  which  he  was  aided  by  such  of  his  com- 
panions as  he  found  to  his  taste.  Simon  Muschamp 
would  never  have  been  one  of  these,  but,  had  he  been 
he  would  have  declined  the  sport.  That  circumspect 
young  man  was  ever  at  the  tail  of  the  company,  walk- 
ing his  horse  and  spying  at  the  set  of  the  country, 
until  within  a  league  or  two  of  the  lastery  of 
Belin-les-Foss&,  when  its  taU  belfry  couid  be  seen 
reddening  to  the  western  sun.  Then  indeed  he 
pricked  forward  to  the  van  and  was  observed  to  be 
m  close  and  intimate  conversation  with  Pym— "Old 
Tallow-Eye,"  as  Captain  Brazenhead  called  him  in 
allusion  to  his  infirmity. 

The  upshot  of  this  dangerous  commerce  with  the 
narrow-faced  man  was  as  painful  to  Pym  as  it  was 
expected  by  his  friend.  The  monks  had  been  hos- 
pitable, the  supper  abundant,  the  wine  beyond  re- 
proach. Captain  Brazenhead,  having  seen  to  the 
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bedding  of  his  horse,  was  about  to  consider  his  own- 
in  fact,  he  was  as  good  as  asleep,  when  he  was 
aroused  by  a  most  dreadful  howling,  as  of  a  hound 
with  uplifted  head  pouring  forth  his  complaint  to  the 
full  moon.  Even  this  would  not  have  hurt  the  Cap- 
tain: "damn  the  dog"  would  have  settled  him  off 
again,  but  there  was  more.  His  blanket  was  plucked 
off  him,  his  shoulder  was  gripped  as  by  claws  of  steel. 
Lady  of  Graces! "  he  cried,  and  sat  up.  There  by 
the  light  of  the  swinging  lantern,  he  saw  Pym  before 
him,  Pym  with  his  gray  locks  flying  wild,  Pyn  with 
his  unhampered  eye  astare,  and  his  other  under  its 
sheath  glimmering  whitely. 

"Help  me!  They  rob!  Pillage!  To  the  thief  1 
To  the  thief!" 

These  were  Pyr  's  words,  roared  blankly  into  the 
vague,  and  his  actions  suited  them.  He  seemed  not 
to  know  what  he  was  doing  with  his  arms.  Captain 
BraZenhead  rose  up  and  girt  on  his  sword. 

"Simon  Muschamp?"  he  asked,  and  needed  no 
answer  "Then  I  have  him,"  said  he,  and  went 
down  the  ladder. 

As  he  was  saddling,  Pym  told  him  aU.    Simon  had 

been  absent  from  supper,  but  so  good  had  been  the 

cheer  that  no  one  had  observed  it.   "You  are  wrong 

man.   I  noticed  it,"  said  Brazenhead,  and  then  asked^ 

He  has  your  treasure?" 

"He  has  it  all." 

"Why  did  you  entrust  him  with  it,  my  friend?" 
Pym  hung  his  head. 
"I  will  tell  you  the  whole  of  my  infatuation,  Cap- 
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tain,"  said  he,  full  of  shame.    " That  close  rogue  led 
me  to  believe  that  you  had  designs  upon  it." 

"Damn  him,  and  he  was  right,"  said  the  Captain 
to  himself. 

"And  that  it  would  be  safe  only  with  him,  since  you 
knew  him  for  a  declared  enemy;  and  would  never 
touch  him." 

"And  there,"  said  the  Captain,  "Simon  was 
wrong.    Touch  him!    I'll  eat  him." 

The  convent  bell  sounded.  "Matins,"  said  Bra- 
zenhead,  "an  hour  past  midnight,"  he  opened  the 
stable-door,  "  and  three  hours'  moon  to  come.  Pym !' ' 
he  said,  "your  hand.  Expect  me  at  Perpignan.  I 
know  my  road."  Pym  was  in  tears. 
"  God  will  reward  you,  noble  Salomon." 
"That  is  my  confident  expectation,"  said  the  Cap- 
tain. "All  turns  out  for  the  best.  Farewell."  He 
rode  out  of  the  monastery  gates  and  took  the  road  to 
Bordeaux.  His  horse,  pricking  up  his  ears,  was  well 
content  that  it  should  be  so.  He  went  through  the 
sand  at  a  light  and  easy  canter  which  was  a  delight 
to  his  rider.    Captain  Brazenhead  began  to  sing. 

No  need  to  trace  his  steps,  nor  listen  to  his  music. 
He  entered  Bordeaux  one  of  the  first,  and  joyfully 
hailed  the  warder  of  the  gate  as  an  old  acquaintance. 
Hardly  a  soul  was  in  the  streets,  hardly  a  chimney 
smoked;  the  watchmen  sat  in  their  boxes  sunk  asleep, 
and  the  lanterns,  still  alight,  swung  garishly  upon 
their  chains.  He  went  at  walking-pace  down  the  Rue 
de  la  Ferronnifere;  no  signs  of  life  there.  He  turned 
into  the  stable  yard,  dismounted  there,  and  going 
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to  pick  the  lock  of  the  stable  with  th^  n«;nf  ««  u- 
sword,  found  that  Job  already  done  or  hC  "Oh^! 
run  aground,  SimonI"  said  he;  and  it  w«  so     In 

roan  horse  "Now  by  Cock  and  his  father  "said  the 
hor^'o  Si^'^  %^'^  ''"^^^  ^'^  ^  trust'ed  wJi'a 
«Tis  .^r"'.^""°"'  "  '''°"  ^rt  "°'  ««n  even 
^t  Uay.  He  was  careful  to  rub  down  his  own 
animal :  he  even  went  the  length  of  coverg  sfrnS 
wUh  a  bknket  before  he  thought  of  his  cornggS;;.-! 

Tboo^rha:'-^'  ''  ^^"'  ^*°  ^'''^^' 
AU  outer  windows  were  shuttered,  but  within  a 

hon    "^f  u  ''^  ^^^"'^  t''^  kitchen.    Tha   iSh? 
shon    as  he  knew  veiy  well,  through  a  window  whS 

da  f  suited  fhTr;   '''"^"^ '"  ''^^  P^^S^  -  '"^ 
aarK  suited  the  Captain  very  weU;  for  he  could  sef» 

and  not  be  seen.    He  put  down  his  boots,  S  Z 

o  the  window,  peeisd  cautic  ily  round  the  Tomer 

ote'nih  '""T'  T^'^  ^'^°"'d  throw  no  sSow 
of  him  on  the  waU,  and  saw  what  he  saw 

metlTfo^'h^'  T  u^  '^'  "'^^''  '^'  ^«^!ns  of  a 
hZ  '^^     ,  ""'  'eg-bones  of  chickens,  a  knuckle  of 

a^d  ;  crSSf  r't'^;^."""^  ''^  *^''^-'  -"  onion 

m     Bv  his  sidr       ^  ^"r'°^  *^^^'  ^  g'ass  hal 
luu.    «y  his  side  was  a  leather  bag,  tied  with  a  lare 

His  sword  was  off,  his  doublet  unfastened   hfs  feet' 

^cked'his'tS'  S-'""^'  ^^^'"^*  '^^  -"  -d 
picked  his  teeth.    His  countenance  expressed  com- 
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placency  and  indifference  to  suffering;  a  smile  hovered 
o^Tr  his  hps,  his  eyebrows  h'fted  up  and  d.wn. 
When  he  was  not  engaged  with  his  toothpicic,  he 
whistled,  and  when  he  did  not  whistle  he  fell  again  to 
his  excavations.    Before  him  in  a  drooping  attitude 
stood   or  rather  hung,  Nicole  the  fair-Nicole  la 
Grace-de-Dieu-her  face  between  her  hands,  and  by 
the  sudden  motions  of  her  shoulders  it  was  to  be  seen 
that  she  was  crying.    All  else  about  her  betrayed  a 
hasty  summons  from  her  bed;  her  slippers  were  on 
bare  feet,  or  partly  on,  her  hair  was  stuck  up  with  one 
hairpm,  her  petticoat  was  awry,  her  bodice  a  shift. 
Uut  the  Captain  had  no  eyes  for  such  things;  the  sight 
of  a  girl  m  tears  sent  the  blood  to  his  head.    Before 
he  knew  what  he  was  about,  he  had  swung  open  the 
window  with  a  blow  of  his  fist,  vaulted  through  the 
opening,  and  clasped  Nicole  in  his  arms.    The  maid 
shrieked,  and  Simon  backed  awfully  to  the  wall 

u  "]^/..^°^  *"^  '^'^'^  ^"■"  said  Captain  Brazen- 
head,  if  that  waU  could  speak  it  would  cry  out 
agamst  thee.  But  there  is  no  need  for  testimony 
when  Brazenhead  is  at  hand.  FeUow,  prepare  for 
thy  last  hour  on  earth." 

He  kissed  Nicole's  wet  cheek,  and  set  her  down 
bword  m  hand,  he  advanced  to  the  miserable  Simon 

Sir,  sir,"  said  that  wretch,  "let  us  reason  together  " 
And  the  Captain  paused.  He  could  reason  as  well 
as  any  man;  but  was  this  a  time? 

His  sword  was  shaking  in  his  hand  as  if  he  were 
meditating  where  he  might  best  strike;  but-  as  a 
truth,  he  was  meditating  no  such  matter.    lie  was 
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reflecting  that  Simon  might  be  useful  fo  J,.-™   ..j 

could  not  in  any  case  be  ifft  inVrdil':,?r'  ""' 

The  question  then  was,  was  it  wise  to  maim  a  man 

S'butZ Tin  "r  ""'''  '''-fore' Ka^s° 
HriL  ;il  ''''^^''  ^°V"ded  with  the  sword. 
mL?  ?  ^^  "^^P""  '°  ■'»  sheath,  and  asked 
Nicole  to  get  him  some  stout  cords.    When  shrwa, 

'"Th'ou 'si:r'  ''^  '^^P^^'^"'  victim  as  few'' 
to  m.S  ^  '  ''"8"'K-'"0"se,  how  dangerous  it  is 

LTtlS/tT"'"  '°°  '"■«^  ^°'  '»'«>  Happier 
hadst  thou  been  quavering  Pa„^«  ii„^  i/^.^"^ 

tuneW  minor  than  riding  afield  iith  Fr^RoutiS 
and  Companions  of  the  Road.    Yet  sJnciv_t„  il 
P^in  with  thee,  Simon-thou  dTd  t  bn^'Ja^klT 
body  to  the  place  where  I  had  left  my  he7rt   and 
orwWcT'.r^''  '^  ^''«''"^"««  of'thaTburSJ' 

neghgently  and  slatternly,  causing  Srs^^J^X 

^^2t  th' '°  •^'^"'-^^^'  coui:di;;ivt^ 

w^r^  '^°".'  ^"'g'ng-'«an,  didst  sit  dallying 

with  thy  pronged  fork  at  thy  false  teeth;  ah,  ^f 
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pudorl  and  causing  her  to  weep  upon  my  account 
with  thy  dastard's  news  of  my  death  at  thy  ridiculous 
hands-the  which  last  is  a  very  abominable  fact, 
and  wiU  enrol  thy  name  in  the  company  of  Elymas 
the  sorceier,  and  of  Judas  Iscariot,  that  most  false 
trrasurer  unless  I  sift  thee  as  wheat,  Simon,  unless 
I  throughly  purge  thy  floor,  unless  I  scorch  and 
frizzle  and  fry  the  vice  out  of  thee."    Nicole  entering 
here  with  his  needs,  he  thanked  her  and  sent  her 
away,  lest,  as  he  said,  more  shame  were  laid  upon 
the  man's  shoulders  than  the  man's  shoulders  could 
bear.    She  went,  and   Captain   Brazenhead   very 
heartily  belaboured  Simon  for  near  a  quarter  of  an 
hour,  tanning  his  hide  and  dusting  his  jacket  at  one 
and  the  same  ^Sme.    That  done,  he  trussed  him  like 
a  turKey-his  nands  behind  his  back,  his  knees  and 
ankles  together;  he  gagged  him  with  a  napkin  and 
bound  him  up  in  a  table-cloth;  he  hoisted  him  on 
his  shoulder  and  carried  him  up  into  the  loft,  where 
he  laid  him  away  upon  a  shelf  as  if  he  had  been  so 
much  kitchen  stuff  put  by  until  winter-a  side  of 
pork  or  a  half  sheep  salted.    "Move,  Simon,  my 
son, '  he  said,  "and  thou  faUest,  and  thy  neck  must 
brrak.    Move  not,  and  thou  mayest  sleep  at  ease 
At  nightfall  I  will  come  for  thee,  and  thou  shall 
take  the  road  again-this  time  in  a  gentleman's  ser- 
vu ..      Returning  to  the  house,  he  put  the  bag  of 
rose  nobles  inside  his  doublet  and  buttoned  it  up 
It  bulged  at  his  side  like  a  serious  wen,  and  was  not 
comfortable,  but,  as  he  said,  there  were  ways  of 
easmg  that  which  would  be  used  soon  enough     It 
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was  a  far  ciy,  he  knew,  from  Bordeaux  to  Les  Ba,.T 
and  that  was  where  his  fancy  led  him  ' 

Meantime,  he  sought  the  chambei^  of  the  house 
and,  findmg  one  empty,  lay  upon  the  bed,  and  sS 
like  any  patriarch  of  Ephesus.  ^ 


CHAPTER  IV 

CAPTAIN  BKAZENHEAD  REVEALS  HIMSELF 

R^.^TT''''  T^'""^^^  ^y  ^  ^^"'"bers,  Captain 
Bmzenhead  awoke  feeling  the  need  of  a  draSght 
ren  'T^.  T"  ^^  g°t  it.  He  arose  asTS 
renewed  with  wine,  dipped  his  head  in  cold  Sr 
and  combed  his  hair  back  with  his  finger^  gav  el 
fl^k  o  has  moustachios,  put  on  his  boots!  s^oS^t 

Hi  T  I  '"'^  ^f  '"^^y  ^"^  ^^^'  ^^  had  to  do 
heSVr    "P^'^i  ^'  ^™'  ^''  «t^l  bonnet  on  S 

S;vh  '^l'^'^  '^'  ''"''■  ^"^d  '"q"'^  for  Madame 
Cornichon.  She  was  landlady  of  The  Stas  ^7o„f 
and  weU-favoured;  she  received  him  wS^;^' 
L°;i~  had  b^n  liberally  discharged  l^S 

"Madame,"  said  he -and  his  French  was  ex 
treme  y  polished-"!  must  beg  the  favo^of  a  short 
but  mtunate  conversation  with  you  » 

Co™-chon° «;  ?'  ^-    ^""^  P'"^""'"  ^>d  Madame 

fe^  vour'f^        ""  "''""^*"  ^^  ^  P^^^^-    0°  those 
terms  your  favour  IS  granted.    Be  seated  sir"  Pan 
tarn  Bzuzenh^d  had  set  a  chair  for  thetdy.-handTd 
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"Nobody  is,"  said  Madame  Comichon,  who  had 
nad  a  great  deal  of  experience. 

"And  nobody  less  so  than  I,"  said  the  Captain, 
undismayed.  "For  reasons  of  family,  for  reasons 
of  pohtics,  I  appear  to  you  as  a  warring  Englishman. 
You  expected  me  to  join  a  company  to  start  for 
Orleans-and  I  surprised  you  by  not  going.  Be 
not  deceived,  madame.  I  am  not  an  Englishman, 
though  the  English  are  my  friends.  My  master 
however,  is  the  Duke  of  Bui^ndy,  and  my  mission 
IS  done.    I  am  about  to  depart  for  my  lands  " 

"  For  your  lands,  sir! "  cried  the  lady.    "  God  bless 
me,  have  you  lands?" 

"Madame,  a  many,  fair  and  wide— in  the  east 
madame.  Reasons,  as  I  say,  of  family  and  state- 
craft urge  me  to  conceal  my  degree;  but  reasons  of 
heart,  madame,  not  to  be  denied,  insist  upon  full 
and  open  confession.  Madame,  I  am  the  Count  of 
Picpus." 

Nobody  could  have  been  more  interested  than 
Madame  Comichon  in  this  dramatic  avowal.  No- 
body could  have  been  more  touched  by  its  frankness 
and  evident  sincerity.  The  revelation  was  sudden; 
but  there's  no  dcubt  that  the  name  of  Picpus  had 
stnick  the  Captain's  fancy.  ^ 

"You  have  in  your  service,  madame,"  he  pur- 
sued a  young  person  of  taking  appearance  and 
considerable  charm  of  manner.  I  admit  that  she 
has  pleased  me.  I  consider  that  she  would  look 
weU  m  the  chambers  of  my  Castle  of  Picpus.  It  is 
not  often  that  I  am  deceived  in  anybody;  I  am  some- 
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What  notorious  for  my  rapidity  of  judgment.  I  say 
that  this  young  person  has  attracted  my  attentio^ 
and  I  ask  you  whether  the  matter  cannot  L  aSngS 
between  us  according  to  the  bent  of  my  humour  I 
have  here,  madame,"-and  he  relieved  his  doublet 
of  IS  g,gant,c  burden-"!  have  here  wherewith  to 
offer  you  any  equivalent  in  reason  for  the  incon- 
venience my  wayward  fancies  may  put  you  to" 

for  the  canceUmg  of  the  hking  agreement  of  Nicole 
k  Grice-de-D.eu  ?»   He  had  a  handful  of  rose  noSs 
weighmg  m  his  hand;  and   Madame   Comichon 
whatever  suspcion  she  may  have  had  beforrhad 
noting  now  but  enthusiasm  for  her  distinguished 

"Monsieur  le  Comte,"  said  she,  "as  I  am  a  very 

the"?LrT'  f^°^^^  ^  ^^P  ^"  ^"'  I  «hall  tag 
the  hberty  of  mformmg  you  that  one  of  those  pieces 

hat  half  of  one  would  more  than  pay  her  ^alue  for 
hfe  m  my  eyes." 

■Captain    Brazenhead    replied    somewhat    stiffly 

I S"^  >r°7'  "'^'"^^'  '^'^  "°*  i^'nP  with  mine.' 
I  se  no  bounds  to  the  value  of  the  damsel.  But  we 
noblemen  are  not  to  be  denied.  I  could  not,  upon 
my  honour,  assess  the  value  of  the  young  pei^rat 
less  than  this  sack  of  nobles,  but  I  must  nofgTsay 
you.    You  are  mistress  here,  and  your  wordTs  k7 

a  crXof^V^fi' y°"':-whereupon  he  gently  pressed 
a  couple  of  his  fine  corns  into  her  hand.  "At  nightfall 
I  set  out  for  my  lands."  he  said,  "and  will  Se  the 
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young  person  with  me.  If  it  would  not  be  troubling 
you  excessively,  I  should  be  obliged  if  you  would  in- 
form her  of  her  changed  fortunes.  Madame,  I  salute 
you— the  Count  of  Picpus,  who  fears  nothing  but  dis- 
honour, salutes  you."  Captain  Brazenhead  kissed  the 
hand  of  Madame  Comichon  and  bowed  himself  out 
In  so  doing  he  left  behind  him  the  most  astounded 
landlady  m  the  distracted  realm  of  France. 

Leaving  Captain  Brazenhead  for  the  moment  to 
look  after  himself,  as  I  think  I  may,  there  is  no  doubt 
that  his  proposals,  as  translated  by  Madame  Comi- 
chon, with  regard  to  Nicole  made  a  great  stir  in  the 
kitchen  of  The  Stag.  When  Madame  Comichon 
aproned  and  bare-armed  to  the  elbows,  came  in  to 
prepare  the  eleven  o'clock  ordinary,  and  found  her 
bevyof  maids,cooks,and  scullions  eating  their  dinner 
her  first  act  was  to  go  to  Nicole  and  take  her  by  the 
chin.  ' 

"Madame  de  Picpus,"  said  she,  "I  congratulate 
you  with  all  my  heart."  Then  she  kissed  the  girl,  to 
the  astonishment  of  the  table,  and  added,  "Monsieur 
le  Comte  has  been  generous— lavish  indeed.  You 
are  a  fortunate  girl  and  a  joy  to  your  parents— and 
I  lose  a  treasure!  But  I  have  never  stood  in  a  girl's 
way  yet,  and  never  will." 

The  maids  nudged  each  other,  the  varlets  bolted 
their  food  or  choked  within  their  cups  of  hom-  but 
Nicole  crimsoned  to  the  roots  of  her  hair.  Madame 
Comichon,  happy  in  the  boh  she  had  let  fall  in  her 
httle  domestic  pool,  watching,  as  it  were,  the  ever- 
widenmg  rmgs  it  made,  smiled  benevolently  upon 
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the  glowing  maid  and  patted  her  cheek.  "Yes,  my 
cMdren,"  she  said,  "we  have  indeed  entertainedTn 
angel  unadvised;  but  in  such  a  city  as  Bordeaux  and 
m  such  an  mn  as  The  Stag,  all  kinds  of  company  may 
be  expected^uality  as  well  as  canaUle.    I  IZ 

sL  mln^h^''  '^T^"-     ™^  ^'^'Id'  ^hom  I  hi;ed 
SIX  months  come  Pentecost  in  the  fair  of  BeauRency 
or  a  hundred  ../.  a  year  and  a  new  stuff  gown  a? 
Lady  Day,  leaves  us  this  night  as  Countess  of  Picpus 

Sv  lamb '' ':[  'T^'  "'^'^  '""^  ^°-^  '^^  '^-S: 

vn'i  K       J'^^'  °^  y°"  ^"^y  ™°^^-    Go  and  clean 
youreelf  and  come  into  the  counting-house     No 

■ni-  "  »''S'T  ''^^  ^°""*  -•"  -fc™^  you  of  Ws 
ntent,ons."    Nicole,  without  a  word  to  say,  rose  from 

1  LtnTl  /1r'-  .""^'^"^  ^""•'^'^''^  ^-t  Z 
and Tnnn/  7^^'  ^""^  ^^^'  '^^  '°^''  ^^  '^e  Count 
and  Countess  of  Picpus.  It  was  received  with  accla- 
mation. AU  the  maids  of  The  Stag  received  6na 
proposals  in  the  course  of  the  afternoon 
But  It  was  Captain  Brazenhead's  turn  to  be  aston- 
om  'Sf  "'"P«" '•^'"^'^g  from  his  affairs,  he  learned 
from  Madame  Comichon  of  the  interpretation  she 
had  put  upon  his  declaration.    For  one  moment  his 

Same  ?'  .^r~'-.^t  pulsing  moment  when 
Madame  Comichon  said  slyly,  "Curb  your  im- 
patience, monseigneur.  The  bride  arrays  herself." 
He  bayed  upon  her-his  fine  form  bent  itself  at 
he  hips,  as  a  boy's  for  leap-frog;  but  his  head,  stiffen- 
ng,  refused  to  bend.  His  eyes,  terribly  fix;i  u^„ 
the  lady,  were  like  speckled  opals,  to  4ch  a  bS 
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point ;  his  mouth  was  open,  his  tongue  flapped  heavily 
h'ke  the  tail  of  a  fish  out  of  water.  "Plalt-U?"—he 
made  a  great  effort. 

"Madame  de  Pkpus  va  venir,"  said  Madame 
Comichon;  and  the  Captain  said,  "Ha!"  and  swal- 
lowed hard.  Then,  raising  himself  to  his  natural 
height,  he  folded  his  arms  and  utteied  the  sublime 
words,  "It  is  well;  you  have  done  weU,  madame." 

This  heroism  braced  him-  he  was  able  to  converse 
on  inditferent  topics  with  Madame  Comichon;  he 
was  able  to  compose  his  p-Jnu.  When,  in  due  course, 
the  fair  Nicole  came  timidly  into  the  room,  arrayed  in 
her  gown  of  contract,  the  new  stuff  gown  which  she 
had  received  at  Lady  Day,  and  a  variety  of  silver 
ornaments  in  her  hair,  he  was  able  to  salute  her  as  a 
duchess;  to  kiss  the  tips  of  her  fingers,  hand  her  to  a 
chair,  and  turn  his  mind  to  the  arrangements  proper 
to  be  made  for  a  future  Countess  of  Picpus.  These 
necessitated  another  visit  to  the  town,  another  formal 
leave-taking,  which  was  duly  performed. 

If  it  would  be  hard  to  account  for  Captain  Brazen- 
head's  prevarication— to  use  no  harsher  term— during 
his  first  interview  with  Madame  Comichon,  so  mo- 
mentous to  himself,  it  would  b^  still  harder  to  explain 
his  behaviour  in  the  light  of  the  second.  Perhaps  a 
desire  to  excel,  very  creditable  to  any  man,  may 
have  been  his  monitor;  perhaps  a  prevision  of  the 
course  of  events,  perhaps  a  feeling  that  not  otherwise 
than  by  rigorous  lying  could  he  carry  off  at  one  and 
the  same  time  his  personal  dignity  and  a  kitchen- 
maid  from  The  Stag  who  had  caught  his  fancy  and 
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inflamed  his  passions.    To  do  the  Captain  iustice 
I  propose  a  compromise.    A  man  is,  in  ITndXi 
he  desires  to  be:  if  Captain  Br^z^nh^^:ZSl 
asp.,ed  to  a  County  in  Savoy,  in  imaSion  in  aU 
hat  ennobles  a  man  and  sets  him  ab^ve  tie  b,Stes 
he  was  mdeed  a  Count.    The  title,  Count  of  Sus 
«>  tnppmgly  did  it  come,  had  capti;ated  h  m  froS 
first  moment  he  heard  it;  no  dream  of  h  ^2^^ 
n:ght  youth  could  have  flattered  L  wfth  a  f aT'; 
•^r  ^"  '"*  ^  ^'Sree.    Count  of  Picpus!    Oh 
It  should  go  hard  with  him  if  such  were  2  h  s  s^vle 

Th  .  W  'r-  ''"'^  ^'  h^d  ^  Pl-"=  he  ^w  his  war 
he  d.d  but  advance  by  a  few  mad  months  the  astoS 
ing,  the  overwhelming,  the  reeling  fact.  And  then 
came  the  thought  of  Nicole,  that  charming  girl  sS 
bashful  and  yet  so  circumspect.  Here  I  fhink'^ 
nmy  put  a  finger  upon  the  point  where  magnaSLL 
became  a  source  of  weakness,  and  imagination  Tike 
an  over-fert.hsed  plant,  wasted  in  profusion  of 'leaf 
age  what  might  have  produced  fruif-bearing  floiS" 
H.S  mtentions  toward  Nicole  were  up  to  this  S 

look  weU  there.  He  saw  her  abeady  there,  trundling 
a  mop,  a  carnation  between  her  teeth-^harm.W 
cbarrmng  Nicole!  Better  this  by  far  .W^TS 
religion  to  which  he  had  so  nearly  resigned  her  So 
far  and  no  further  had  his  fancy  4rried  her  when  he 
opened  his  mind  to  Madame  Comichon. 

But  Madame  Comichon  was  made  of  different 
fibre,  or  you  may  be  sure  she  had  never  thriven  at  Thi 
Stag.    Imagination  with  her  was  strictly  limited  to 
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he  scope  of  the  cash-box.    She  had  as  little  zest  for 
long  scores  as  for  long-bows.    To  her  mind  this 
bristling,  ardent  Count  of  Picpus,  with  his  sackfuls 
of  minted  money  and  tales  of  dukes  and  lordships 
was  a  romantic  figure  just  so  far  as  his  sacks  and  his 
duchies  would  take  him;  otherwise  he  was  plainly  a 
fool.    In  nothing  was  he  so  plainly  a  fool  as  in  his 
proposals  toward  Nicole  and  his  extravagant  pay- 
ment for  the  forfeiture  of  her  hiring.    What  the 
exact  nature  of  these  proposals  might  be  she  did  not 
inquire  or  care,  but  it  suited  her  humour  to  give  them 
an  ironic  magnificence.   It  gratified  her  to  go  into  her 
own  kitchen  and  pluck  out  a  little  nobody  by  the  hand 
and  announce  her  to  her  gaping  mates  as  a  Countess 
of  Picpi's.    It  gratified  her  also  to  impart  to  her 
astounding  guest  the  droll  turn  she  had  given  to  his 
arrangements.    This  sort  of  thing  tickled  Madame 
Comichon.    She  indulged  her  contempt  for  the  lower 
orders,  and  was  able  to  put  a  man  who  gave  himself 

au3  mtoandiculous  position— his  proper  place,infact 
But  she  had  reckoned  without  her  Captain  or 
rather  she  had  reckoned  with  only  half  of  him.  And 
if  she  made  that  half  of  him  ridiculous  which  she 
understood,  that  other  half  of  him  which  she  could 
never  understand  made  her  in  turn  ridiculous  For 
that  other  half  of  him  took  her  seriously— and  was  in 
five  mmutes  as  complacent  as  could  be  over  the  new 
aspect  of  affairs. 

Countess  of  Picpus !  Thus  in  a  flash  the  Captain's 
heart  tutored  his  head.  Oh,  shy,  recondite  and 
humble  beauty!    Oh,  peering  hedge-flowerl    What 
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a  Countess  of  Picpus  he  had  won  r    ti,-^.  • 

ffn.  ^       ^  ''''^"  ^^  "^y  "f'  s"<:h  an  one  out  of 
the  dust,  and  say,  "Behold,  my  dove,  my  fair  on- 

performance  to  make  all  earnest  lovers  ashamed  to 
put  the.r  professions  beside  it;  and  I  ^y  alsSt  J 
of  J''^  *°/fr^^h  a  soldier  with  his  kck  of  at  tie 
ofhonour  before  the  vejy  existence  of  that  dignity  hi 

Stn,-nT  '^""/y-^T  ^''"^  ^''^'^  his  knowledge 
Certamly  Captam  Brazenhead  would  have  laid  t£ 
Picpus  c,rckt  at  the  feet  of  Nicole  had  he  hadft 

do  he  dfd  I^' '"'  r*^'  ^'^•"^  -'''•^h  he  could 
vltl  1  '^'?'  y'"^"  ^^  ''^"^d  her  by  the  name 

which  he  now  entirely  intended  her  to  bear 

9«L  p  '''"'  ^^^  apprentices,  from  the  Ru 
Samt-Remy,  was  occupied  with  the  person  of  the 
new  Madame  de  Picpus  from  noon^S  fit  a 
ndmg-dress  of  crimson  velvet  of  Genoa  figured  with 
pomegmnates  and  coronc.s  was  the  resS-an^  a 
chanmng  result.    A  peaked  headdress,  w  h  a  silk 

oit^'S^  !^T'. '^'^^  '"'"' '''  *^^  dust  and  he  t 
of  Sft  l!?K  *^'^""^ '" ^'■'^^'"; scarlet  riding-boots 
mn^  f  !"■'  ^^""""'^  °f  ^'^^'"°'S  skin-but  so 
much  for  the  outward  necessaries  of  a  lady  of  cor^ 
dition;  and  of  the  others,  invisible  but  very  properT 
sure  that  the  rose  nobles  of  the  Bishop  of  AgSdS 
not  spare  them.  At  a  quarter  before  six  Calf  n 
Brazenhead  entered  the  counting-house  of  ^alme 


H. 


il 


THE  COUNTESS  OF  PICPUS 
Cornichon  and,  jewelled  cap  in  hand,  bowed  before 

the  .^J-  .*  T^^  '^'"'"'  ^°'K^«"1  neither  of 
the  emotions  of  a  lover  nor  of  the  dignity  of  rank  he 
knelt  to  kiss  her  hand.  Madame  cfmfchon  wll'  by 
this  time  m  tears.  She  was  herself  a  personable 
woman  a  ^dow  of  but  a  few  months'  standing-  it 
IS  possible,  therefore,  that  her  tears  were  not  of  Jure 
happiness;  it  is  possible  that  envy  was  the  drop  of 
diH  r  ^^"^J.^r  '^^"^  "■  ^"'"g-    ""«  was  a  splen- 

kn.r"w  ' ''"""' '°  ^  '^'P  °^  ^  «''l-^"d  for  God 
knew  what  reason,  since  there  was  nothing  in  her 
However  that  may  be,  she  was  a  good  soul  and  vowed" 

Wri  fu  '""'^'^"'^  ^'^  *^^"^  to  rememiH, 
theu-  last  hour  at  The  Stag  of  Bordeaux.  Excusing 
herself,  she  hastened  to  the  kitchen,  and  soon,  whilf 
Captam  Brazenhead  was  kissing  Madame  de  Picpus 

ba'sSirrwirC"^  °" ''' ''''  ^"'^  '^°  -"^- 

(J^^  ^^Fu^^  ^^  '''°*  ™"^e^J  h's  extreme  satis- 
faction with  the  turn  of  events.  With  Madame  de 
Picpus  on  h,s  knee  he  explained  to  her  how  fortunate 
was  the  hour  m  which  he  had  first  seen  her  trundling 
her  mop  But  for  thee,  my  heart's  heart,  I  had  beef 
trailmg  through  the  swamps  of  Guienne  in  the  hire 
of  a  Bishop  of  Agde;  but  for  thee,  I  had  been  at  the 

t^^7»,  \"f  u  ^''^  ''"*  °""  serviceable  eye;  but  for 
thee  there  had  been  no  County  of  Picpus,  no  treasury 
without  which  titles  of  honour  are  but  an  itch  7n 
fine,  my  «,vereign,  from  thy  lap  have  I  picked  up  all 
my  wor  dly  store^^and  it  shall  go  hard  with  me  b^t  I 
return  it  sevenfold  in  thy  bosom." 
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Nicole  thanked  him  becomingly.    "Sir,"  said  she, 
I  W.11  engage  to  be  an  obedient  wife  to  your  lord- 
ship.   I  am  but  a  poor  girl " 

arl'™?'"  f'^  '^^  ^*P'^'"'  "°°t  at  all.  You 
are  a  very  lovely  person,  and  need  but  a  thing  or  two 
which  you  shall  presently  have,  to  be  the  CounS 

"And  W  r  "I  "^^y  •"  expectation." 
Th.7lr^  ^^Ti*"  ^  "^'  '^^"  asked  Nicole. 
The  Cap  am  stretched  out  his  hand  and  took  a  flowed 
from  a  glass.  "To  my  eye,"  he  said,  "you  ne^Ja 
flower  m  your  mouth.  Not  that  your  h>  arfno? 
already  a  flower,  but  that  the  obstacle  may  provoke 

Laughingly  she  took  the  stalk  between  her  teeth 
We  camiot  live  on  kisses,  sir,"  she  said, 
r  li^  ^°J'7.  however,"  said  the  Captain,  and  tried 
del^  "^'^'  ^'P'"'"  Brazenhead,  suffering  fro^a 

Drllfv  h.^?  ,1?^'°™P^"'°"-  Because  she  was 
Sed  t  IW.  'u'  ^"^  ^  *°y;  ^^^  she  was 
scared   he  thought  she  was  unformed;  because  she 

wa.kmd  bethought  that  he  should  hav^  the  f!^^  ng 

"WhJ     ''^'"^  ^''  '°  ^  "^^^  plain  to  him.  ^ 
,  ^  T^T     f  ^°"  ^°'"S  to  do  with  me  now,  sir?" 

SfSiS'S'.T''"  ''%^^P*"'"  h^^  demon^trat  d 
his  point  about  kisses.    It  wiU  now  be  seen  that  she 

was  a  gurl  of  some  force  of  character,  for  when  he  had 
rephed  gaily  that  he  was  about  to  make  her  ht 

JoW  .'  !f'  '''^'^  '^'^  '^  ^'  *as  a  Count.  Now 
nobody  had  ever  asked  him  that  before,  and  for  a 
moment  it  sobered  him. 
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"By  the  Face,  and  I  am  not,  my  dear,  and  that's  a 
fact,"  said  he.  Nicole  pondered  this  avowal  with 
hanging  head.  She  did  not  move  from  her  seat  upon 
his  knee,  but  she  plucked  the  carnation  to  pieces 
while  she  thought. 

"Then  how  am  I  a  Countess?"  was  the  upshot 
of  her  meditation.  The  Captain  stroked  his  mous- 
tachios. 

"In  this  way,  as  I  take  it,  my  dear.  I  am  a  man 
of  decision  and  speed,  as  you  have  found  out— hey  ?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  Nicole,  "so  much  I  have  found 
out." 

"Counts  are  as  plenty,"  he  continued,  "as  herrinRs 
m  the  blue  water— and  where  I  go  there  are  Counties 
to  be  had." 

"And  where  do  you  go,  sir?" 

"I  go  to  my— to  Picpus." 

"Oh,  sir,  that  is  far!" 

"It  is  in  Dauphind,  I  believe,"  said  the  Captain, 
"or  thereabouts.    I  know  the  road." 

"And  in  Picpus— you  will  be  Count  of  Picpus?" 
^^  "Not  at  all,  my  dear,"  said  Captain  Brazenhead. 
"In  Picpus  I  shall  secure  the  Lady  Roesia  des-Baux, 
whom  one  Picpus  stole  as  a  guileless  infant,  and  shall 
restore  her  to  her  inheritance.  By  that  means  I 
earn  her  undying  gratitude,  and  the  pardon  of  her 
kinsman  the  Bishop  of  Agde  for  a  temporary  in- 
convenience I  may  have  caused  him.  In  the  very 
act  of  so  doing  I  possess  myself  of  the  Seigniory  of 
Picpus;  for  the  robber  and  assassin  who  now  holds 
it,  you  must  understand,  is  gone  to  Rome  to  seek 
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a  divorce  from  his  wife,  the  Lady  Blandemire. 
Therefore " 

"Therefore,"  said  Nicole,  "one  of  two  things  must 
occur.  Either  you  marry  the  Lady  Roesia  instead 
of  her  present  pc^-oor— in  which  case  I  am  not 
Countess  of  Picpus,  or  you  slay  the  Count  of  Picpus 
on  his  return  to  his  castle — in  which  case  you  are 
hanged." 

"  Pest ! "  said  the  Captain," all  this  is  very  possible." 

"I  have  a  proposal  to  make,"  said  Nicole,  "which 
is  that  you  do  not  go  to  Picpus  at  all,  but  leave  the 
Lady  Roesia  where  she  is,  and  the  Count  of  Picpus 
in  Rome." 

"And  where  do  you  propose  to  go,  my  love?" 
said  he. 

"I  propose  to  go  to  Les-Baux,  which  is  nearer, 
and  has  more  amenity.  I  don't  love  mountain  coun- 
tries. I  am  not  used  to  them,  and  they  give  me  the 
spleen." 

"Les-Baux,"  said  the  Captain,  "is  good,  and  a 
fair  inheritance.  But  it  is  in  ruin,  and  all  the  in- 
habitants put  to  the  sword  by  the  false  Picpus." 

"So  much  the  better,"  replied  Nicole.  "You  and 
I  will  repeople  it,"  and  she  blushed  faintly. 

"I  see  my  way  so  far,"  said  the  Captain;  "I 
certainly  see  my  way.  But  the  Count— the  false 
Picpus,  as  I  have  well  called  him " 

"You  tell  me  that  he  is  unknown  in  Provence?" 

"Save  in  name,  and  by  a  reputation  which  is  both 
redoubted  and  deplorable,  I  believe  he  is." 

"Then  you  have  answered  your  own  objection," 
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rapture  she  SSed  t^?j  °1^^  °°t  ^^  with  what 
kisses  were  reta>Sed^Hl«i  f  °i.'  ''"^  whether  her 
of  ChristenSS  nfcoS V-'^'  "^^  ^'''^'^'^ 

"wsar    jimg  of  Armenia  and  CoIootip    th^t  t 

chance  wo?d  f mm  m^  ^  her  spouse.    Even  then  a 

o?he?fZweiTJ^!?!.'"^  ^°"'''='^°"  ^  the  midst 

a  dui;  triTnJone'  "^'^^"^  ^''^'^^  '^^' 

'M«  J«„A«,r,  mm^r  el  dame,"  cried  the  good 
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woman  for  the  fifteenth  time,  "but  it  vexes  me  that 
you  should  leave  without  a  lackey."  Then  Captain 
Brazenhead  struck  his  thigh. 

"I  have  one,  by  Cock  and  had  forgot  him.    Go 
one  of  you  and  fetch  me  my  rascal."    And  he  named 
the  shelf  where  Simon  Muschamp  would  be  found 
And  so  he  was,  and  there  is  no  need  to  ask  whether 
he  swore  to  be  a  loyal  servitor  to  Monsieur  and 
Madame  de  Picpus.    If  thirteen  hours'  vigil,  trussed 
on  a  shelf,  do  not  inspire  a  man  with  a  devoted  at- 
tachment to  his  master-to  say  nothing  of  a  drubbing 
robbery  of  a  sack  of  rose  nobles,  robbery  of  a  mis- 
tress--then,  where,  we  may  ask  with  Captain  Brazen- 
head  where  in  this  world  may  an  honest  servant  be 
found?  Sunon  Muschamp's  own  ideas  on  this  and 
other  subjects  will  be  learned  very  slowly.    I  will 
only  warn  the  reader  that  he,  too,  had  a  soul  of  his 
own;  which  is  probably  the  case  with  every  man  bom 
of  woman,  though  the  romancers,  historians,  and 
politicians  of  the  world,  for  reasons  best  known  to 
themselves,  are  apt  to  overlook  it. 
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CHAPTER  V 

THE  Cnif  ACCURSED 

In  after  years  Captain  Brazenhead  could  never 
thT,-i'  T'  f3^y^^^'i'  be  toW  that  the  day  was 
Je   uteenth  of  May,  or  be  reminded  of  the  dty  of 
Toulouse  without  an  affection  of  the  muscles  of  the 
face  pamful  to  witness.    A  series  of  twitchings  £ 
those  mcessant  flickering  sheets  of  hght  whS^he 
Itahans  call  Saint  Ehno's  fire,  playS  uZn  him 
widiout  mercy.    He  looked  like  k  ^ied  Z     hS 
l.ps  shot  open  and  showed  his  teeth  chattering  to! 
gether;  bs  eyelids  glimmered  over  eyes  all  S  hi 
ears  seemed  endowed  with  a  life  of  their  ow^  and  h  s 
moustachios  bristled  of  themselves.    Thrr;S,n  o 

related     In  the  city  of  Toulouse,  on  May  i6  iztaS 
under  the  governance  of  Sieur  Raymond  de  Bre  euJ 

defeat,  deprivation  of  goods,  wounding  of  his  mem 

bers,  and  rigorous  confinement  to  gaSl.    L^Th^e 
things  be  related  in  order. 

tJ!  u\"^  to  consider  as  defects  in  his  character 
th^t  he  too  readily  believed  persons  to  be  what  he 
wished  them  to  be,  and  too  readily  suLld  c^r 
cumstances  to  be  remediable  by  exertion^Mud! 

ia6  ■'      ^ 
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defects  His  was  that  generous  nature  which  rives 
as  lightly  as  It  takes;  it  made  him  an  arde-  friend  as 
weU  as  a  gallant  enemy;  it  caused  him  to  fS  L 
r^dily  as  to  pursue;  and  whfle  his  head  wasSc^S 

agamst  the  law,  human  and  divme,  it  was  not  within 
his  pow«-  to  refrain  Us  heart  from  exulting  in  S 
remarkab  e  subtlety,  nor  from  inviting  approbation 
of  them  from  those  whose  fitness  to  appr^vrw^ 
sometunes  peculiar.  approve  was 

Some  of  these  qualities  of  the  Captain's  have 
afready  been  exhibited.  It  may  be  said  that  he  had 
been  precipitate  in  his  alliance  with  the  fair  Nicde 

that  he  had  been  predatoiy,  indeed.    He  had  pos- 

S?  nfT"""  '^  '  ^^"^  ''  ^^'"^  Simon  had  haTa 
dami  of  treasure  which  Simon  had  secured  for  him- 

upon  the  pereon  of  Sunon,  had  drubbed  it,  trussed  it 
put  It  on  a  shelf.    Pass  all  these  things:  to  the  victir 

But'^."^  v'''  7?  ^^^^  ^°  ^^^  ^  to  -d^"  it 
But  then  his  nobihty-that  greatness  of  soul  which 
must  needs  be  generous  with  what  it  has  not,  ^ner 
than  ungenerous-entered  into  a  plot  against  him 
He  was  reproached  by  Madame  Comichon-or  fdt 

LnTT'i"'''"'  ^^  """'  ^  C°"°t  who  tooki-a  lady 
mto  his  lands,  not  as  his  Countess.  He  could  not 
bear  tha  ;  he  made  her  his  Countess.  He  was  made 
next  to  fee  very  keenly  the  perilous  tenure  of  the 
coronet  which  Nicole  had  been  asked  to  wear  and 
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agreed,  too  readily  perhaps,  to  the  remedy  which 
proposed.  In  other  words,  to  ensure  her  a  County 
which  he  did  not  possess  he  agreed  to  her  assumption 
of  a  name  to  which  she  had  no  claim.  Had  this  been 
all  It  had  been  enough;  but  there  was  more.  Madame 
Cornichon  had  regretted  the  absence  of  a  servant 
Could  a  Count  bear  that  his  lady  should  so  travel 
through  France  unattended  ?  He  felt  that  keenly;  it 
stung.  Remembering  Simon  Muschamp,  with  whom 
he  might  weU  have  been  content  to  cry  quits,  remem- 
bering greatly,  he  forgave  him,  and  set  him  up  as  a 
servant.  He  did  unwisely;  he  started  a  new  score  on 
the  slate,  which  he  had  to  pay. 

FoUowing  the  course  of  the  Garonne  toward  its 
fountainhead,  aU  went  well  with  Captain  Brazenhead 
until  he  left  English  territory  at  Maimande  and 
entered  the  tormented  soil  of  France.    Here,  as  he 
told  Nicole,  it  was  necessary  to  go  tender-foot,  to 
avoid  cities,  to  he  close  by  day,  to  work  in  the  dark 
Nicole  agreed  to  these  reasonable  precautions  very 
cheerfully;  she  was  a  charming  companion,  full  of 
resource,  complaisant,  and  not  easily  daunted.    Part- 
ly upon  her  advice,  partly  because,  it  will  be  remem- 
bered, he  admked  the  name,  he  used  his  title  of  Count 
of  Picpus  whenever  it  was  absolutely  necessary  to 
declare  himself     It  may  have  helped  him  here  and 
there,  or  it  may  not;  it  certainly  gave  him  a  great 
deal  of  pleasure,  and  he  may  have  indulged  a  par- 
donable vanity  in  respect  to  it  more  than  was  prudent 
Simon  Muschamp,  the  Loyal  Servitor,  as  he  was 
pleased  to  call  himself,  used  it  on  every  occasion. 
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TtdlZ.""  'T  ^'  ''^^^  '^'y  ^^^'^'  '^^  smithy, 
no  tpll-gate  no  ferry,  no  monastery  in  which  they 
spen  the  mght,  and  no  tavern  in  which  the  CaptS 
dehgnted  to  teU  his  tales,  where  fuU  wamfairhad 
not  been  given  beforehand  of  his  ExceUency's  wealth 
prowess,  mnk  and  ancestry.  The  cons^ence  of 
«^.s  was  that  the  fame  of  Monsieur  de  Pkpus  wen 
before  and  spread  about  him,  and  that  whirhe 
arrived  m  any  village  the  inhabitants  stood  tfreceive 
him  with  their  caps  held  out.    Into  these  he  mZ 

Ibl  1  7  T'  °^  I'""-  "^  ^"d°^^d  marriage- 
able maidens  he  gave  honest  youths  their  indentures. 
In  or  near  Montauban  it  is  said  that  he  touched  for 
the  evil,  but  I  think  this  must  be  an  exaggeration 
although  it  is  certainly  a  fact  tha  membS  of  S 
house  of  Plcpus  had  once  been  a  -^pe  f  .  a  week . 
Another  consequence  was  that  Sii^n  was  prSty 
soon  able  to  leave  the  renown  of  M.  de  PicpuTto 

tekecareofitsetf-anotherthatthesackofroseSobks 
became  less  and  less  inconvenient  to  carry 

Nevertheless,  aU  went  passably  weU  until,  in  an 

evil  hour  Captain  Brazenhead  feU  in  with  Nicole's 

2  Ti  Tr""'"^  *°  ^'"^^g«  ^"""^  Ws  safer  road 
-which  had  been  across  the  watershed  from  ViUemar 
mto  the  vaUey  of  the  Tam-in  order  that  she  m^h 
make  her  offenng  at  the  famous  shrine  of  Saint 
Semm  m  the  city  of  Toulouse.  He  should  have 
known  better,  and  he  did.  The  men  of  Langued^c 
were  his  detestation  and  derision  at  once.    He  con- 

f"^^  'ifV'^'y  "^^^'^  "^  '""^J^  ^^d  too  loud-  he 
considered  them  vainglorious  and  liars;  and  he  ct^uld 
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not  deny  that  they  were  as  handy  with  the  sword  or 
nearly  so  as  they  said  they  were.    Toulouse,  again, 
jras  perilously  near  Perpignan,  where  Pym  should 
be  awaiting  him  and   his  treasure— Pym  of  the 
drooping  eyelid,  with  the  Bishop  of  Agde  on  his 
mmd.    AU  this  the  Captain  urged  upon  his  Nicole's 
attention    but  so  delicately  that  it  is  just  possible 
she  missed  his  apprehensions.    He  did  not  say,  "  My 
life,  let  us  avoid  Toulouse  as  we  should  the  devil     If 
I  am  known  in  Toulouse  I  may  be  taken:  if  you  are 
known  there,  you  may  be  put  to  the  Bridewell  or 
whatsoever  plague  of  a  name  they  give  that  sort  of 
place  m  this  country."    This  he  did  not  say,  but 
instead,  taking  her  rosy  face  between  his  hands 
smilmg  upon  her  in  that  easy  way  a  man  well  fed 
IS  wont  to  take-"Why,  chuck,"  said  he,  "hast  thou 
a  thank^iving  to   make  on   my  account?    Hath 
Heaven  been  so  kind  ?    Hast  thou  a  man  at  thy  feet 
who  can  deny  thee  nothing,  and  must  thou  needs 
boast  of  that  to  Our  Lady?    Store  it  up,  child,  in 
«iy  pretty  head  until  we  reach  the  good  town  of  Albi. 
There  is  a  rare  church  there,  I  know,  for  once  when 
I  served  Burgundy  I  helped  to  sack  it-and  this 
cicatrice,  look  yoU"-he  bared  his  right  arm,  and 
there,  deep  forested  in  hair,  showed  the  white  scar- 
came  from  a  dint  with  his  crosier  which  the  Abbot 
of  Samt-Symphorien   gave   me.    In   Albi   minster 
Shalt  thou  give  God  thanks  for  stout  Salomon,  thy 
ord,  pretty  sweeting-but  not  in  Toulouse,  as  thou 
lovest  him."    Nicole  pouted  and  withdrew  her  face 
from  his  hands.    The  Loyal  Servitor  intruded 


THE  COUNTESS  OF  PICPUS  131 

splll°"  ^'■'^°°'  '"'"  ^'  '^'^-  "'^  I  "^^^  bold  to 
"It  is  granted,  Simon." 

"How  so,  by  the  Face?" 

but  ^^^tf  ;    '°  ^''''  ^°"  "^  "^"^"  *«  y°"'  "nark, 
but  further  from  your  power  of  hitting  it.    From 

Toulouse-rf  you  retire  to  reach  it-you'can  sS 

The  Captain  said  "I  take  you;  I  am  obliged  to  you 
-enough  said,"  which  was  his  invariable  habit  when 
somethmg  was  put  to  him  which  he  did  not  under- 
stand.   He  had  no  more  objection  to  offer,  and 

T^v  r^"'"  r'^  PI"*  ^^'  ^^'"  ^*^^"  his  hands. 
They  rode  into  Toulouse  by  nightfall  the  next  day. 
That  was  the  1  sth  of  May.  ^ 

^H^^  °f^i^"®  ''^''^  ^'•^"^^  ^^^Sned  for  Saint 
bernm  s  shnne  was  a  handsome  candle  of  ten  pounds' 
weight.  It  was  very  necessary  that  it  should  be 
^ed  for  her  to  the  church,  and  indeed,  as  Simon 
pointed  out,  that  some  warning  should  be  given  to 
the  Canons  of  the  Church  of  the  approaching  bounty 
Space  would  be  required  for  such  a  candle;  the  shrine 
m^ht  be  locked,  the  guardian  away.  Now,  for  a 
kdy  of  the  condition  of  Madame  de  Picpus  to  pre- 
sent herself  with  a  ten-pound  candle  and  be  kept 
waiting  was  not  to  be  thought  of.  What  did  his 
fn'dtS^  T^  ?''  Excellency,  who  was  sleepy 
and  had  been  too  early  roused,  was  short  about  the 
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swme.  Go  you,  Simon,  and  tell  Messieurs  les 
Chanoines  that  Madame  dc  Picpus  is  inclined  to 
sahate  Monsieur  Saint  Semin,  who  if  he  is  the  gStle 
man  I  take  h.m  for,  will  be  too  much  honoured  by  he 
compliment.  Go  you,  in  the  devil's  name,  and  leave 
me  to  my  repose." 

"I  will  go,  sir,"  said  Simon,  and  went.  At  a  later 
hoar  Monsieur  de  Picpus  accompanied  madame  to 
the  church  o  Saint  Semin,  which,  with  the  Golden 
Violet  of  poets,  >s  the  chief  glory  of  the  city  of  Tou- 
kuse     I  must  be  more  exact.    He  accompanied 

from  further  attendance. 

He  had  always  had  churches  in  suspicion,  chieflv 
because  for  fighting  purposes  they  cramp  a  manZ 
with  their  doors  which  lead  to  other  doors,  and  their 
cloisters  where  you  may  chase  about  like  a  rat  in  a 
cage  and  never  get  nearer  your  man,  or  further  from 
hm,  as  your  case  may  urgently  need.    Outside  he 
J^uld  a^ire  with  all  the  world,  and  there  was  no 
better  judge  than  he  of  the  scope  of  a  great  nave  the 
buttressing  of  chapels,  the  poi^  of  a^i^la  or  the 
ngh    proportions  of  flanking  towers.    Inside    he 
would  not  go  if  he  could  help  it.    "They  talk  Latin 
m  there;  they  talk  to  them£lves.    It  may  K^ 
chief  they  axe  devising;  who  knows?    Once  I  was 

n'^lT  i^'''"!^^'^"'^  '^^y  P"'  ^Jt  °"  °>y  tongue 
and  scared  me  damnably,  as  I  hear  by  report  Other 
times  I  have  been,  and  once  more  I  puVpose  to  go 
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head  .dmM  and  ZSlS^'  n'^"  ""T 

clamoS    "?J^th  ™7oft'''  ^'^PP^«ved  their 

do  very  well  "  hi.     "^    '.''''*  ''"P''"SS  I  could 
1, .  ^,       '    "^  considered.    "Thev  wonW  i^i. 

for^v  f  :,  .^-^  *''"'"  dark-skinned  young  her^s 
tL^I  ^^"datones.  crying,  'A  PicpusI  A  PiS' 
The  thought  warms  me.  I  must  n^e  a  CJ^  •? 
good  that  I  came  hither,  it^ems  r,«1  Z^  '^^^ 
th^ght  of  Nicole  my  Coumfs^hat  Jtli-"^"" 
These  and  other  imaginations  occupied  him  veiy 
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pleasantly  for  an  hour  and  a  half.  He  carried  them 
with  him  to  the  Tavern  of  the  Burning  Bush,  where 
they  lost  nothing  by  the  application  of  strong  waters 
to  their  fire.  It  was  toward  the  hour  of  noon  when 
he  went  again  to  the  church  and  sat  himself  upon  the 
steps  of  the  parvise,  to  wait  for  Nicole,  and  to  con- 
tinue his  meditations.  It  is  certain  also,  and  not 
surprising,  that  he  slept;  for  his  nights  had  been 
broken  of  late,  and  he  had  much  need  of  repose. 

When  he  awoke  it  was  as  nearly  as  possible  three 
o'clock,  an  hour  when  nobody  in  Toulouse  with  a 
door  to  his  house  is  outside  that  door.  Captain 
Brazenhead  sat  up  with  a  jerk  of  the  head,  snorted, 
sneezed  twice,  and  was  awake.  The  position  of  the 
sun  warned  him  that  much  time  had  been  consumed, 
the  state  of  his  feelings  that  no  food  had  been. 
Where  the  mischief  was  Madame  de  Picpus  ?  Where 
the  Loyal  Servitor,  one  of  whose  first  duties  surely 
was  to  see  that  his  master  was  filled?  Before  him, 
as  he  wandered,  the  Place  Saint-Semin  stretched 
out,  vast  and  arid  plain  of  white  pavement  quivering 
with  radiant  heat;  behind  him  towered  up  the  figured 
side  01  the  church,  silent,  shrouded,  immense,  tenant- 
ed only  in  its  topmost  flight  by  pigeons.  The  mys- 
tery of  all  this  emptiness,  the  irresponsiveness  of  the 
mountainous  masonry,  the  shade  in  which  he  had 
slept  so  long,  struck  a  chill  upon  him.  He  shivered; 
a  premonition  came  to  him  stealthily  like  the  wind  of 
an  approaching  storm.  Upon  his  feet  the  next  mo- 
ment, he  tried  the  doors ;  they  were  locked.  He  strode 
the  length  and  breadth,  the  returning  length  of  the 
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church;  aU  doors  were  locked.  He  was  puzzled,  he 
w^^rf^/'J"*  '"*'  extremely  hungry.  Was  it  possi- 
ble that  Madame  de  Picpus  had  returned  to  the  inn  ? 

Was  It  possible,  O  Heaven,  that ?    Before  he 

had  achieved  the  terrible  thought  that  possessed  him 
he  stopped  fell  a-trembling,  stooped  and  picked  up 
somethmg  from  the  pavement.    It  was  a  flower-  a 
clove  carnation  with  a  bitten  stalk.    Here,  then,  was 
the  message  of  disaster-the  one  i)iteous  cry  for 
help  which  Nicole  had  been  able  to  voice     This 
indeed  smote  him  like  a  stroke  of  the  sun  through 
the  shoulder-blades.    He  had  no  doubts  now  he 
was  ashy-pale  when  he  looked  up.     "Now"  he 
said,  "I  know  the  worst.    My  glory  has  faded,  the 
chiU  grows.    It  IS  the  hour  of  sunset."    He  made  the 
sign  of  the  Cross  as  he  invoked  the  Saints  of  his  inner- 
inost  reverence.    "Cosmas  and  Damian,  you  physi- 
cians of  the  soul,  Martin  of  Tours,  thou  princely 
giver,  Salomon  my  namesake,  and  you,  ye  Eleven 
Thousand  Virgms,  my  countrywomen  and  my  pat- 
terns as  well,  aid  me  in  this  hour  and  watch  over  me 
weU.    It  is  the  hour  of  sunset,  say  you?    Amen 
says  Brazenhead,  but  this  sun  shaU  go  down  ill 
blood.      He  threw  about  him  his  cloak  of  imperial 
dye,  put  his  hand  upon  the  hilt  of  his  sword  and 
strode  over  the  Place  Saint-Semin. 

TaU  houses  stood  about,  froming  the  church,  silent 
aU  and  shuttered  against  the  sun.  A  narrow  arched 
entry,  cut  out  of  two  such,  was  the  road  he  elected  to 
go.  It  led  into  a  cave  of  dark  and  gloomy  aspect,  a 
lane  between  high,  black,  and  unfeatured  walls,  whose 
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rare  windows  were  barred  with  iron  and  doors  studded 

S  R.^!  T%  "  ^"  '•''  ""^PPy  designation  of 
he  Rue  des  Yeux  Crev^s;  but  it  led  him  directly 
to  his  rnn,  and  ne  did  not  notice  its  name.  Roland 
at  the  closing  in  of  the  Dolorous  Pass  could  not  have 
been  more  indiflFerent  than  he  to  presages  of  evil. 
Was  not  evil  akeady  there? 

A  man  in  a  peaked  cap  stepped  out  of  a  doorway 
a  sworded  man  in  a  black  cloak,  a  man  of  sinister 
aspect  with  a  bristling  beard,  hooked  nose,  and  a 
pau:  of  high,  arched  eyebrows,  one  hfcher  than  the 
other. 

"Give  you  fair  afternoon,  sir,"  said  he,  with  what 
Biazenhead  felt  to  be  ironic  intention.  He  took  it 
up  as  it  was  meant. 

"o"?  '"  V,^'^.  ^°"^  afternoon,"  said  he  shortly, 

and  you  shall  give  me  nothing."    The  man  stopped 

drawing  back  his  head  and  presenting  a  shouWer. 

1^0  you  bandy  words,  swordsman  ?    Are  you  for 

a  play?"  ■' 

"By  Cock,  and  I  bandy  what  you  please,"  says  the 
Captain.  "I  have  heavy  thoughts,  and  a  Teaw 
nana  at  a  nlay."  ' 

Then  his  man  came  toward  him,  peaking  his  head 
like  a  running  bird.  "You  are  uncivil,  sir,  look 
you,"  says  he,  "and  that  may  not  be  with  a  gentle- 
man of  Toulouse."  ^ 

Captain  Brazenhead  threw  open  his  cloak  "I 
have  yet  to  learn  that  I  am,"  he  said. 

"TouclUI"  cried  the  man,  and  whistled  on  his 
fingers.    Immediately  the  entry  seemed  to  swarm 
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with  men,  who  came  from  aU  sides  and  L  aU  manners 
like  conspirators  from  a  wood  in  a  tragedy.  Two  let 
themselves  down  from  an  upper  window^  one  ^me 
running  up  from  the  archway  behind  him  two  more 
from  the  angle,  others  from  doorways  in  recesscT 
All  were  armed  and  all  in  a  hurry;  and  evenT^y 
^me  on,  he  first  arrival  had  drawn  his  blade  and 
was  pressmg  our  Captain.  This  was  an  ambush! 
It  ^  clear  and  ^^^^^^  ^^  ^^  ^^  ^.^^  .^^  ^.^^.^. 

He  did  all  that  a  man  could,  encompassed  by  so 

h«  cloak  about  his  left  arm  for  a  shield,  his  sword 
wh.sk.ng  now  here  now  there,  it  was  a  truly  terrific 
drfence.  And  as  he  fought  he  sang  gaily  to  him- 
self, h.s  troubles  forgot.  Or  he  talked,  "Bristles 
beware  thou  fightest  Brazenhead!  Ah  t£  w2 
shrewdly  encountered,  boy  of  Shrewsbu^l 

The  maid  looked  up,  the  maid  looked  down, 
VVilh  never  a  word  to  say— a. 

Why  scullion,  if  thou  wilt  have  it,  have  it  and  hold-" 

f^l  rJ7  TP'"«  '"^^"'  ^^°  ^^  come  on  all 
S h2?k,  '°  ^'"^^""g  ^^  with  a  bill,  he  gave 
his  death-blow  between  the  shoulders  and  withdrew 
the  sword  m  the  nick  of  time  to  parry  a  lunge  from  S 
fct  opponent  and  to  flesh  him  deeply  i/the  ^ta 
He  d.sarmed  yet  another;  but  when  two  cai^e  at 
hun  together,  and  a  third,  clambering  from  the  pro- 

K^^^- •"^  °^  ^  ^"'^^^^  ""'  ^t  his  head  with  a 
halberd  h.s  attention  was  distracted,  and  a  wound 
in  the  forearm  maddened  him.    Coolness  deserted 
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him;  for  a  moment  or  two  he  saw  aU  the  passage  one 
bummg  red;  then,  like  the  tortured  buuKS 
he  went  bhndly  to  his  destruction,  leapt  uwn^fa 
coupled  foes  grappled  and  fell  with  them  ^The^ 
was  a  crowded  momeU  of  snorting,  tussling  S 
stabbing  on  the  ground,  and  for  one  man  auJast  ft 
was  his  last.  But  he  who  had  stood  in  the  wLdow 
jumped  rom  his  advantage  into  the  S^IanT 
ahghtmg  m  the  small  of  the  Captain's  back  knocked 

hS  "  ^r'-  "^"  "^^^  ''  --^'=  othfr;  came  o 
fieip  ...  all  was  over.  Captain  Brazenhead  in 
chams  was  hailed  to  the  donjV,n.  and  therelor  th^ 
present  he  must  remain. 


CHAPTER  VI 


THE  GREAT  LEVY 

Tm  window,  to  call  it  so,  of  the  prison  in  wb-h 

ele^t  belfry  of  Saint  Godoi,  church  of  thaTpiou 
hero  who  was  fir.,t  a  slave,  then  a  Christian,  then  an 
archhshop  and  then  all  three  at  once,  until  ZtZ 
dom  wa^added  as  a  perfect  distinction  from  all  other 
SuJ^\n  S  '^"f'  f  ^  "^''•^hops;  and  upon  this 
beUry  in  the  early  day  of  his  incarceration  Tcouple 

h^'^^T.^  ^'  "P  *^'^  °^*'  ^°«1  "^  to  delight 
him  with  heu:  mnocent  demonstrations  of  affection 
Occasionally  they  harrowed  his  feelings,  for  he  could 

ktS   h'""''".'''^'  "J^""''  "'^'  G°^'  I  ™ght  have 
J;^!?^  °f"^  °^  '^^  l°^^ly  Madame  de  Picpus!" 

J  11^  u";  ""  "^  "'°"'*'y  ^^J»'o°.  I  might  have 
sweUed  before  my  Countess,  thus  bowed  and  curvettS 
before  her  and  thus-aha!"  A  spasm  of  baffled 
hope  would  mternipt  him  here,  and  turn  him  to  other 
relaxations  of  his  hard  leisure-such  as  the  taming 
of  a  mouse,  study  of  the  architecture  of  Saint  Godoi's 
belfry  or  attacks  upon  the  virtue  of  the  gaoler's 
daughter  a  personable  Tolosan  who  brought  him 
br^d  and  water  twice  a  day.  But  she  gave  him  to 
understand  that  she  could  not  abide  a  hairyl^n 

'39  ' 
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since  her  affections  were  unaJfpraKi.  _  ^ 
of  the  cathedral     He  L  h  ^  ^^  "P°"  ^  ^^''on 

her  feelini  iSe  saW  tf  .T  r"''°  °^  ''^^  ^^^^^  ^f 
Where  the^^^^L  JhS  S^h^^f  ^^^'^^^rence. 

had  rather  hsten  to  his  Kv  ?  ■     '  """^  ^^' 

think  with  un^nSmliSttd  ut:i-f°^^^ 
person  than  be  the  nmm:c»j  t!  •.  ^    °'^  smooth 

«"»,  visaed  hi,  STbrn  rV  .  *°''  '°"-^- 
bronshl  «.ina  him  mH  .1,  ^'^  Maisatra  was 
High  eriZ^rf  i  ''  "■•"  ""»  »»"It  ot  a  trial. 

-»»  W  beeTb™  JtffcL  Cw  "?■  r" 

pp^sra.rh,rsiS'tei 

short,  that  one  conlH  hA  ^T  '  '*  ^^  P^"^>  m 

£»  C.p,ai.'„as  Sof  ^Z'^tT^'tT"-" 

.■^ce«aM'.o,;i:„--tr.r.it'ss 
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bungler    -d^d-^^r^r^t'^r'^  t^?.^^  ^  ^ 

a  rock  in  CaSn_;f  f^"'  u '^  ^^P'^'°  Brazenhead 
been  th^s^ff  w  ^whtrth  ^  '^'"'' '"''"  ^'^ 
said  is,  the  children  of  Israel  h^H  l        .  ''^"  ^^ 

The  last  ;irai.iirJ4r^^^^^ 

was  never  finished  was  fhlnhSsTf'  *''  ^"^'^"^^ 
about  the  room  callkgS hdp  aS thlf?.™""?;!^ 
who  had  drunk  the  ii^  was  ill      A  '^  ^^ 

insisted  upon  by  Cant^^^i    ,,    T^^  ''^^^'  ^''^^ 

child  of  a  seventh  rMwL^-¥'  ^^  ^^^  ^^^nth 
« that  he  wL  CounS'p^nT  "  c'  ^'^°*^  '"^'^t'^; 
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been  doubted  had  there  been  time.  It  was  notuntU 
the  prisoner's  torrent  had  ceased  to  flow  and  the  Con- 
sub  had  bowed  themselves  out  and  collected  their  wits 
at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  that  they  remembered  the 
only  thing  they  had  found  opportunity  to  say  in  de- 
parting, which  was  that  he  should  hear  further  from 
tficm.  And  their  difficulties  were  to  decide  whether 
he  should  hear  from  them,  whether  he  would,  and 
whether  if  he  should  or  would,  he  would  have  any- 
thing left  to  reply.  These  grave  questions  were  still 
in  debate  when  events  took  the  very  surprising  turn 
which  it  is  now  my  duty  to  relate. 

Captain  Brazenhead,  after  sleeping  off  the  fatigues 
of  !To  much  language,  observed  and  was  delighted  to 
observe  from  his  window  the  next  morning  that  the 
pigeons  were  about  to  harvest  their  amorous'  hus- 
bandry; that,  in  other  words,  they  were  about  to  be- 
come parents.  A  nest  was  in  making,  simple  in  con- 
struction, but  of  entire  efficacy.  The  hen  bird,  with 
head  nestled  into  crop,  and  no  feet  to  be  seen,  couched 
f  uffily  within  a  coign  of  the  masonry;  by  her  side  her 
1  late  stood  erect,  a  straw  in  his  beak.  The  nest  was 
thus  symbolised,  and  all  was  well;  but  whether  two 
eggs  were  laid  instead  of  one  and  he  was  stimulated 
to  new  efforts,  or  whether  he  dropped  the  straw  and 
had  to  seek  another,  I  know  not.  The  facts  are  that 
he  presently  flew  down,  was  absent  for  some  little 
time,  and  that  when  he  returned  he  bore  in  his  beak 
the  stalk  and,  upheld  by  that,  the  drooping  head  of  a 
clove  carnation.  Captain  Brazenhead,  in  his  nar- 
row cell,  gave  a  great  cry,  and  then  stood  very  still. 
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While  his  heart  beat  like  the  hopper  of  a  miU,  and  a 
tear  fuirowed  each  war-worn  rheek  and  fertilised  the 
roots  of  each  moustachio.    "Lo,  now,  I  know  that 
my  star  ndes  cl^  of  clouds,  high  in  heaven.    Venus 
goddess  of  the  heart,  I  thank  thee!    Netted  Mars 
receive  the  praises  of  thy  doting  imp!"    He  sat  with 

S™r?'i'P°1 ''''  ^^'  ^^^''^g  his  release;  and 
thegaoler's  daughter  might  ogle  hL  till  midnight  in 

It  is  to  be  beUeved  that  the  Captafa,  meditating 
profoundly  upon  Destiny,  never  shifted  his  posturl 
aU  night;  the  fact  is  that  he  was  found  bolt  upright 
upon  his  bed  when  the  gaoler's  daughter  came  i^to 
his  cell  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  with  a  iug  of 

TJT/u'^  "  *="'''  °^  ^'^1«  bread.  His  mouse 
which  had  been  taught  punctuality  at  meals,  was 
upon  the  forefinger  of  his  left  hand,  in  a  posture  in- 
dicative of  suspense  and  supplication.  Suspense 
was  also  mdicated  by  the  Captain's  posture,  but  not 
supplication  by  any  means. 
I'A  fair  day  to  you,  sir,"  said  the  damsel. 

T .  »  "^^^  ^"  ^^y^  ^^'''  ^^y>"  he  replied;  "yet 
I  teU  you  that  this  day  is  the  fairest  that  ever  I  saw  » 
she  looked  very  wise. 

"You  little  know  what's  astir  in  our  tovn,  that's 
very  plam,"  said  sht,  "or;rou  would  not  prophesy  at 
random  Fair  indeed!  The  tale  runs  that  you 
are  to  be  burned  to-day  as  a  scandalous  liver;  and 
however  I  trusted  myself  in  your  company,  after 
hearmg  such  a  character  to  you,  I  shall  never  under- 
stand.   Why,  you  might  take  advantage  of  me  at  any 
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moment— and  no  doubt  but  you  will  if  I  do  not  for- 
tify myself  with  all  my  virtue." 

Captain  Brazenhead  listened  to  this  provocative 
speech  with  attention;  but  most  of  his  attention 
seemed  directed  to  his  mouse. 

"You  mustn't  tell  me,"  he  said  presently,  "that 
omens  are  nothing,  because  I  know  better.  I  re- 
member very  well  dreaming  once  upc;n  a  time  that  a 
man  walked  down  a  green  meadow  with  a  flaming 
brand  in  his  hand,  and  wherever  he  dropped  fire 
snakes  followed  after  him.  'This  is  the  day!  This 
is  the  dayl  This  is  the  day!'  he  called  out,  thus, 
three  times:  and  I  awoke  and  went  about  my  busi- 
ness; and  that  day  Jack  Pounce  drove  me  in  the  guts 
with  the  handle  of  a  broom,  and  I  slew  him — or  as 
good  as  slew  him.  So  now  you  may  see,  my  dear." 
The  gaoler's  d.iughter  looked  serious.  "Alas!" 
she  said,  "I  see  that  I  am  nothing  to  you,  sir." 

"That's  my  belief,"  said  Captain  Brazenhead, 
feeding  his  mouse  with  breadcrumbs. 

Nothing  occurred  to  justify  the  prisoner's  con- 
fidence untfl  a  quarter  before  eleven  in  the  forenoon 
of  that  day;  but  then  he  was  justified.  Steps  re- 
sounded up  the  stairs,  the  steps  of  many,  steel-shod; 
his  door  was  struck  three  times.  "This  is  the  day," 
said  Captain  Brazenhead  in  a  shocked  whisper;  and 
then,  clearing  his  throat,  he  cried  them  in.  Bolts, 
locks,  and  bars  creaked  his  release.  Two  Consuk) 
a  herald,  and  a  stranger  in  steel  stood  in  the 
entry.  The  Consuls  bowed,  the  herald  stepped 
forward. 
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Count  of  PicDus "  u^  ^        .   ^ 

"He  is  before  you  " 

sealed  writ.         ^''^^^  betters,    and  handed  out  a 
Now  Captain  Brazenhead  could  not  read    h.A 

«ch  .ime  as  I  shall  appei  teS,^?"''  T" 
account  of  vou  Anrt  w.  j  "  .  ''™"'' an 
sufficient  J^,.r^£^Z^,  -^  •«  ^' 

'  Le  Vicomte  de  Turenne  " 

Tr»ii     T  ,  '-aptam  Brazenhead  said    "Jt  f= 

wen.    I  am  ready.    Lead  on "  '  "^ 


mmm-^mimM 
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title  A  greater  man  than  the  King  of  Aragon,  as 
good  a  man  as  the  King  of  France,  south  of  the  Loire 
and  not  much  inferior  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  him- 
self, he  was  yet  a  simple  land  pirate,  but  the  most 
famous  ever  known  in  Gaul.  Captain  Brazenhead 
had  not  suspected  his  finger  to  be  in  the  sauce  when 
PjTO  revealed  what  he  chose;  there  was  no  doubt  that 
a  different  tinge  was  cast  over  the  Bishop's  affair  by 
the  fact;  and  there  was  no  doubt  that  Captain  Brazen- 
head,  expanding  in  the  fuU  sun  at  the  door  of  his 
pnson,  felt  himself  uplifted.  "And  where,"  he  said 
to  the  obsequious  herald,  "is  my  good  friend  the  Vis- 
count to  be  found?  Where  are  his  knees,  between 
which  these  two  hands  have  so  often  been  folded? 
Where  is  his  ringed  right  hand,  which  these  lips  have 
so  properly  kissed  that  in  the  old  days  he  was  more 
than  once  suspected  of  a  chilblain?" 

It  was  explained  to  him  that  the  Viscount  was  by 
no  means  in  these  parts,  but  believed  to  be  at  Macon, 
where  he  had  a  castle  and  held  his  court.  Details 
had  been  left  to  his  lordship  of  Picpus,  who  would 
find  a  sufficient  force  in  the  garrison,  and  an  escort 
m  this  city  of  Toulouse.  Captain  Brazenhead 
rubbed  his  chin. 

"More  than  escort  is  needful  to  a  man  of  my 
quality,  herald— much  more  than  escort.  Over- 
powered by  some  fifty  villains  of  this  place,  I  was 
robbed,  ravished,  undone.  For  three  weeks  I  have 
hved  upon  rye  bread  and  stale  water.  I  require  to 
dme,  to  be  clothed,  armed,  sworded,  harnessed, 
accoutred,  put  in  fettle,  taught  my  value  in  the  world 
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You  will  find  me  an  apt  pupil,  quick,  retentive,  avid 
of  learning.  Begin,  then,  begin.  I  require  good 
money,  and  much  of  it." 

^  The  herald  was  chapfallen.  "Alas,  dear  sir,  that 
IS  the  one  article  which  is  lacking  in  the  equipment  I 
am  able  to  offer  to  your  lordship.  Money!  Ah,  that 
IS  a  branch  of  learning  somewhat  neglected  in  our 
country.  We  are  paid,  or  pay  ourselves,  in  kind. 
We  caU  It  levying  a  contribution » 

"It  matters  not  what  you  call  it,  one  snap  of  the 
fingers,  said  Captain  Brazenhead.  "The  point  is 
whether  you  get  what  you  levy." 

"Sir,  we  mostly  do,"  said  the  herald,  "though  our 
company  is  called  the  Tard-venus." 
.<  ^''^^■^^^^  '8  often  best  served,"  said  the  Captain. 

.^^"7  Tu  ^?',  T""^-  ^^  '"^  ^  l^ded  capon 
stuflFed  with  black  beans  in  half  an  hour  from  now 
l.evy  me  a  quart  of  red  wine,  a  manchet  of  bread, 
and  some  garlic,  and  I  shall  believe  you." 

..  a7^u  ^'ifu"  ^  gratified,  my  lord,"  said  the  herald. 

At  1  he  Pheasant  in  half  an  hour." 

"I  shaU  be  there,"  said  the  Count  of  Picpus, 
spreading  himself  in  the  sun. 

He  levied  the  services  of  a  barber,  and  needed 
tftem,  for  his  beard  was  prodigious.  In  the  barber's 
shop  he  found  a  young  gallant  with  a  sword  three 
sizes  too  big  for  him,  and  with  the  aid  of  a  razor  or 
two  he  levied  that.  The  young  man  made  a  great 
outcry,  and  was  for  summoning  the  town  guard  so 
there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  levy  the  young  man 
Captam  Brazenhead  bound  him  to  the  service  of  the 
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]^il  Of  Provence  by  the  promise  of  a  duchy  and  . 
pension  and  the  threat  of  instant  chastiSt  uln 
a  sensitive  part,  and  that  in  the  PkcfSsvC 

fcr'  ''''f:^'^^  ^  '"^  morning,  If  t«S' 
An  oath  was  deUvered  and  received  wK.vi,?- 

rath,  blasphemous,  thoughSbg'S;  "  "  '^ 

I  hen  Captain  Brazenhead  dined  at  The  Pheasant 

so  sumptuously  and  well  that  he  made  one  onhe 

Old  ally  Salomon  de  Picous    Pnimf  r,t  .,.  "™^ 
Dauphin..    HedidthisstglSd^lfXth^ 

from  the  young  man  in  the  barber's  shon  v^TJZ^. 

?rS^.S7""'^°'-"  Thec^ionwasiLeW 
To  pluck  the  Emperor  of  the  East  by  the^arH  X! 
kiss  his  daughter  under  an  apple-tre^  to  hZm« 

tabk  farts;  but  when  it  comes  to  excommunfcSSr 

BuZT^  '"  ^''^^  ^'"''^'  «'  twisting  the  S  rf 
Bu^ndy  round  your  finger,  or  cutting  the  Consuk 
of  Toulouse  m  pieces  in  each  other's  presence  d« 
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Sj^k'^''^""''  T  °"'y  ^  »°1^  one  way: 
that  s,  by  performing  the  prodigies  you  boast  of. 

But  after  aU,  the  money  is  the  great  thinjt-  and 
Captam  Brazenhead  got  that,  had  KougS  in?"n 

lun^^nt  ^°^"^  '•'u^''  J'^'^qu^rters,  before^he 
^^J!  I  "^  "P°°  •"•"  ^^^-  With  some  of  the 
mnsom  he  gave  a  great  feast  to  the  civic  authorities, 
with  other  some  he  made  the  fountains  of  the  citJ 

t^r  ^  M  TT  ^"'^  '^'  ^""^  "g'^'^d  a  bonfire  ii^ 
the  Field  of  Arms.    He  bought  a  banner  with  hS 

^^°'  ^  u  P*"""^  ^  ^'■'l"*^  and  provided  a 
horse  and  then  upon  a  certain  day  in  Tune  he  set 
forth  for  his  affair  at  the  head  of  an  escort  of  five-and- 
thuty  scoundrels,  aU  young,  all  greedy,  and  all  liare 


^'KmM^jiit^m^^  -^i- !  'Mimm 


If 


CHAPTER  vn 

IHE  YOUNG  MAN  BAREFOOT 

The  manner  of  his  meeting  and  the  matter  nf  hs. 
discourse  were  alike  romanti/and  eirLSry  aS 
romance  was  a  particular  foible  of  our  CapfaS 

tmcted  should  reJr^rS  his  nSlr^  t 
havio  should  decide  to  wear  no  stSin^^^^f 
hats;  d  on  a  lonely  heath  he  should  come  unon^ 

fc  T°^^  ^  *^^  ^'■'^^'  °'  ^  twoTveiTit  J 
bleedmg  hps  kissing  in  th.  snow-Captain  Sa^n 
head's  heart  beat  high,  and  he  was  the  uto  semnt' 
of  ^y  such  person  or  pair  of  persons  before  h^Lad 
toe  or  need  to  invoke  his  chivaby.  There  were 
inany  l±e  him,  and  have  been  maxj  since  If  s^ 
were  not  a  distortion,  vice  would  no!  ^^  exceS 
mgly  romantic,  and  folks  would  sin  no  more     B^." 

'SO 


THE  COUNTESS  OF  PICPUS  151 

ly  speaking,  every  sinner  is  a  poet— but  I  have  no 
wish  to  enter  upon  a  discussion. 

Captain  Brazenhead  led  his  devoted  band,  as  his 
ardent  imagination  drew  him  instantly  to  believe  it 
by  devious  ways  to  the  east,  since  he  wished,  ver,^ 
r^sonably,  to  avoid  Agde  and  the  country  round 
about  It  He  even  went  so  far  north  as  AIbi,  by  the 
valley  of  the  Tarn,  continued  north-oast  to  Saint- 
Affnque,  crossed  the  stony  hills  thereabouts,  reached 
Le  Vigan,  and  thence  had  the  fuU  intention  of  de- 
scending into  the  plain  by  Quissac,  of  fording  the 
Vidourle  at  Sommiferes,  and  of  reaching  Aries  with- 
out adventuring  the  hospitalities  of  Nimec:  but  at  a 
httle  town  called  Ganges  he  varied  his  plans,  for  there 
he  met  the  Young  Man  Barefoot. 

He  had  tempered  in  his  course  justice— or,  let  me 
say,  hunger— with  mercy,  had  put  no  man  to  the 
sword,  had  spared  the  fatherless  and  widows,  and 
had  levied  his  needs  only  from  the  exorbitantly  well- 
to-do.    He  had  threatened  to  hang  the  Abbot  of 
Saint-Beauzely,  but,  as  he  said  himself,  there's  pre- 
cisely a  rope's  difference  between  doing  and  promis- 
mg;  and  the  Abbot,  who  was  homing  from  a  round 
of  his  granges,  could  well  afford  it.    It  was  the  dis- 
covery that  he  could  have  afforded  very  much  more 
which  annoyed  Captain  Brazenhead— or  the  Count 
of  Picpus,  as  he  must  now  be  called— and  caused  him 
to  be  truculent  in  his  first  dealings  with  the  Young 
Man  Barefoot,  when  he  saw  him  in  a  leafy  goree 
sittmg  upon  a  rock  with  his  bare  feet  in  a  pool  his 
bare  head  crowned  with  a  chaplet  of  faded  roses 
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his  doinS  were  a  tl  J  ^!,«f  *='«"'  fo'  h™  that 

paused  and  plucked  S  oS^ht  Se  ITtJ' 
consonance  thus  evoked  seempH  fl  •      .\^'^  ^^^ 

mmm 

Ah,  God,  I  part  from  Roesiat 

Z^"tZ„'^^-r^  ''^  ""  to  chase  for 
"™-    "^  naa  been  contraried  by 
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"?ieshaUfiThf^  '™""*^  *^'  b'«^  •»"«»  flow, 
unconscious,  an  innocent  and  male  Schehemzade 

He'll  never  do  it."    But  hn  /i;a       j  1    ^oesiat- 
waited  for  him     n  ^"^'  ^"'^  '^^  Captain 

sprgto'2  SdiTn^g^tir-sxi?^ 

P W ;  once  more  and  yet  onc'more t^rted  pe^ 

2SS^-co^trtLsS 

cast  aside  his  sword,  uttering  a^L  3/,;  ' 
mg  hnnself  beside  the  asto'ni^h^d^ou^g'^t  :^- 
braced  h«n  warmly  and  went  so  far  as  t^Sm 

The  smger  gently  released  himself.    "You  flSier 
me.  sir,  I  fancy,"  he  said,  "but  I  must  beg  vou    fn 

ThTmL^."^"^  '  ^^^  "-^^'^  ^  -  "'^e 

wont'oft'^age^^^I^L"^^*  'l  >^-  --'7.  O 
gnmbutfriendrLrLttXrTt:;;^^ 
S^     t' J  'r  '"^''''"^  '"  ^-^  heard  gS 

Ketrlrcrr  r  "  ''''''  ^"^  '^  ^  "^-^  ^ 
il      mrarch,  I  have  wept  at  his  grave     Sineen;  T 

have  heard  at  Avignon,  by  no  meanf^roper  mT  bu! 

the  sweeter-piped  for  that,  and  singers  in'^Sium 
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-large-eyed  and  fuU-tkroated  women,  aU  at  the 
disposition  of  the  Emperor  of  those  parts.  They 
rhymed,  or  they  did  not,  as  suited  their  fancy,  and 
nobody  cared;  but  never,  since  Christ  was  king,  was 
there  rhyming  hke  yours.  Will  you  teU  me,  for  ex- 
ample-I  am  myself  a  poet,  thinking  it  not  robbery 
c.  my  countship-how  many  rhymes  you  conceive 
there  to  be  to  Roesia?  .  .  .  Ha!  Roseial" 

A  surprising  change  came  ove  ^s  lordship's  face 
which  was  as  if  the  sun,  though  shining  stiU,  had 
su,.denly  turned  cruel-cold.  AU  was  now  hard  that 
u-  .^"V  temperately  genial;  all  was  accentuated 
which  had  been  merely  a  pleasant  mottling.  Deep 
furrows  revealed  themselves  between  his  eyebrows, 
deep  scars  on  either  side  of  his  moustachios,  v.hich 
climbed  and  tossed  up  their  tendr:is  beyond  them  like 
bryony  over  a  crevice  in  the  rocks.  His  eyes  grew 
very  light,  and  the  pupils  of  them  focussed  down  to 
pin-pomts  of  intense  black.  Roesia  t  A  grim  sur- 
mise.   He  spoke  in  a  whisper. 

"Is  it  possible— is  it  then  possible— that  your  be- 
rhymed Roesia  is  the  Lady  Roesia  Des-Baux,  upon 
whose  affauB  I .  .  .  ?'•  ^ 

The  young  man  coloun  i,  but  stiffened  neverthe- 
less at  the  neck. 

"It  is  not  only  possible,  it  is  certainly  the  case  " 
he  said.    "But  why  do  you  ask?" 

"I  always  ask  a  man  for  the  facts  before  I  slay 
him,  said  the  Count  of  Picpus,  and  bared  his  right 
arm  to  the  elbow.  The  young  man  regarded  his  feet 
in  the  water. 
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"It  would  be  far  more  to  my  purpose  if  you  were  to 
cut  off  my  feet  mstead  of  my  head-which  I  presume 
IS  your  usual  practice,"  he  said.  "Of  what  good 
are  feet  to  me  when  every  function  of  theirs  is  to  take 
me  further  from  Roesia?  Whereas  wth  my  head  I 
could  sigh,  weep,  make  verses,  divert  myself  and- 
as  It  seems-my  persecutors,  and  do  no  harr.  to  any- 
twdy.  But  upon  the  general  principle  I  should  wish 
to  know  how  you  can  conceive  an  enmity  for  a  man 
who js  leaving  a  lady?  Had  I  been  meeting  her  I 
could  have  understood  it." 

"You  may  have  undone  her,"  said  the  Count,  bit- 
ing his  moustachios. 

"That,"  said  the  young  poet  in  reply,  "would  have 
been  agamst  the  rules  of  my  professior,  and  very  un- 
becoming in  me,  who  have  been  a  retainer  in  her 
guardian's  castle.  I  doubt,  too,  whether  she—  But 
a  truce  to  such  considerations.  Have  I  not  told  you 
that  we  have  parted  ?" 

"And  I,"  said  Captain  Brazenhead,  "am  here  to 
tell  you  that  you  are  about  to  part  for  ever-by  means 
of  this  blade." 

"Our  love,"  said  the  young  man,  "wa-,  madness, 
brief  and  glorious  as  it  was  mad.  We  met,  looked 
long  at  each  other,  we  trembled  and  were  mute  in 
each  other's  presence;  we  were  alone  by  chance  we 
drew  together,  we  touched,  we  feU  a-kissing.  And 
then  the  floodgates  of  the  tongue  were  loosed,  and  all 
heaven  might  have  wondered  at  the  praises  we  had 
for  one  another.  They  were  praises  such  as  in  those 
courts  are  reserved  for  the  Highest;  yet  they  were 
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all  too  weak  to  satisfy  us.    I  became  as  one  upon 

Prophet.    Never  was  such  poetiy  as  mine  for  the 

sKs    aS  f IJ"^. '  P^"''"«  "P°°  ^'  flight  to  the 

r2;  ?^t  'T °""^  ^°'"  ^  '^"^  not  how  long-<:^ 
a  man  cipher  when  he  is  in  love,  and  beloved  ?^7t 
u^n  your  calculations!    We  met  before  dawn,  in  the 

£  apTrtT^',  ^''?  '"'-""  ^-«^  -"Id  - 
Deat  apart-we  lay,  I  suppose,  panting  for  merf 

o'frSS'jIir-^^^^'her.    if^rbeaftoVy:: 

"Yo^°L'°  '^^  '^'•"  ^'^  his  intending  slayer. 
iT^  J^^^^ pliant  touch  upon  pleasant  thinl 

"We  became  overbold— our  need  was  <«  ,•n,T^»„• 
ous  tl^t  we  could  not  help  ourselv^f  We  we  eTm 
moned  before  the  court  of  the  Green  Wood T^n  ^ 
indictment  for  Excessive  Comfort  in  GaUantr  7t 
was  ^id  that  since  the  greatest  glor^  of  thTwer  is 

^fer  for  his  lady  I  was  clearly  a  defaulter  sli 
I  suflfered  nothing,  but  was  as  happy  as  a  So? 
a  shepherd.    I  defended  myself-I  think-strfnu 
ously  and  weU;  but  the  court's  mind  was  madrup" 

S      ^  ^"^"^^  ^"other  lady  for  three  yeaS 

1  was  contumacious,  I  refused  to  bow  to  the  court's 
ruling.    And  so  I  was  banished  with  all  the  foS 
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ties  usual  in  such  cases.  Suffer!  I  have  suffered 
now  as  damned  men  suffer.  Heat,  cold  a  S 
liver,  a  broken  heart,  a  brain  on  fireloh,  ^jldSTnd 
you  propose  to  slay  me!  Why,  do  you  nU  iSow  that 
by  such  an  a.:t  you  would  waft  me  into  Paradise? 
For  say  that  you  soused  me  in  hell's  deeps,  by  so 
domg  you  would  be  ridding  me  of  the  ineffable  to^ 
tures  m  which  I  wn'the  now/'    You  wouS  have iTd 

led  the  talk     The  man  of  blood  wondered  at  him 
his  sword  lifeless  in  his  hand  ' 

lo  "nS  TT'f  f  ""''*'°"  ^y  "PP^'^'^tly  swal- 
lowing It,  the  broken  lover  proceeded. 

The  laws  of  Provence,"  he  said,  "vague  and  in- 
determinate as  they  are  in  most  of  the  regSlTl/fe 
are  extremely  precise  upon  all  that  cLe^s     he' 
tenderer  relations  of  the  sexes.    Here   I  mav  ^v 
the  law  has  been  digested.    There  is  no  acTor  mo-' 

kiss  .rom  a  clasp  of  the  hand  to  a  clipping  of  the 
Wed  body,  for  which  due  proWsion  has  not  been 
made.  You  may  imagine,  therefore,  that  such  a 
tremendous  doom  as  that  of  ours  was  executed  to  the 

¥o"ub2T"";  /  ""  '"  ^  '^  *h^  Unitfrs  ty  o 
Toulouse    to    study   jurisprudence;    and  she-the 

bvely  Roesia-must  accompany  me  a  full  half  of  the 

way.    Tho^  more  fortunate  lovers  who  remained  in 

the  court  of  good  King  Ren^for  our  tragSy  haS 

been  enacted  there,  on  the  orchard-terracfrLder 

the  shaded  colonnades  of  Aix-en-Provence-;ere  to 
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of  anemones;  we  were  set  in  the  midst  of  tv,»  it 

"II  was  targe,"  said  the  yoim.  man-  "m«,T,  . 
ihen,    said  Captain  Brazenhead  afti>r  »  ™.^-j 

but  the  mtervals  were  fuUy  occupied."  ' 

Mort^-Dieul  by  Ustening  to  the  W.?" 

2e^2L^sii"7.rwi^XffgreJS,« 

most  heart-percing  you  can  conceive  of-^u?  gay 
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company  of  lovers  was  confronted  by  the  bristlin.r 

It  seemed,  to  the  fair  of  Nlmes,  but  as  ant  at  mnfn^ 
asattumbling-^Iedusahal.    TLSeJenumer 

t^sof  .W>.?^^^'  ^''^J^^.  clubs, and  othe 

squarelyuponahorseaidc^J^IthTtLTd 
add  that  a  woman  of  the  horde,  one  of  many  drate 

?TJ  •'"'  '^'  ™™^«^'.    hough  uTsLS 
°^i?  «l.'-fdf""y  in  the  feet,  ledl  tear  whkh 
P^^J«1  7'h  ^  ^taff,  set  up  a  dismal  r^ng^d 
added  no  httle  to  our  dismay  "  ^' 

"Your  dismay,"  said  the  Captain,  "is  paltry  to  me 
Proceed  w.th  the  material  parts  of  ^ourS^'         ' 

teria?to  tZ;  hT'"^  *'^°"*'''  ""^«™°«t  -^- 
wer^  rlauL  n  '  "'I' T  "^"^^  ^^  conditions 

were  required  of  us-and  when  it  was  reported  to  the 

BaSl^Tf  ™*''^'^  '"^^  '""^  Lady  Roel  Des 
Baux  wa.  of  our  party-and  easily  the  chief  of  it 

honn  "if  "  ^""^'^  ''^"^^^^^  ^^  there4„e  of  he 
honourabe  women,  in  the  Psalmist's  phnLi'-bis 
were  levelled  bows  drawn  taut,  slaugh^hisJed 
down  the  wmd;  half  the  virgins  and  all  the  ^u  of 
Provence  had  been  dismembered  or  wo^  hS  no 
my  lovely  Roesia-oh,  Mother  of  GrJ^Z'^t^V 
-^ehvered  herself  as  a  hostage  to  the  cWef  of  hS 
p.ra  es.    I  saw  her  turn  her  mule  to  face  w  th  hi 

cned,  I  raised  my  hands  to  Heaven,  I  fell  in  a  swoon. 
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<<  A  J            "  ^  congestion."  ' 

aemf    The  Count  of  Pic ?» 

it  .t»;l«--'=' 
red  flower  m  her  mouth,  hal    Madaxne  de  J'p"! 
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Nicole  la  Grac<Mle-Dieu.  by  God's  soni  And  Simon 
Ae  singmg-man,  by  Cock  and  his  father!"  He  wm 
livid  in  the  face,  his  eyes  aU  white  Hp  .wT^ 
mouth  withasnap.ands^^tjtteat^.'^S^;' 

^mJ^TT  °i  '^  "'''"'^-«  bitter5;fl^;' 
he  Wted  his  hand,  pointed  his  fore-finger,  andXS 

he  thus  addressed  him.  ^   '    °"* 


WA*iKmm '  -^ 


CHAPTER  VIII 

BRAZENBEAD  LOQ 


"lilresS'tCZ;,  r  '^y-^e^  nun  who 
-her,  •^MirafS.-S^'J./riS' 

from  divers  danKers— as  wh»t  k     "*^f..^ved  him 

the  proudest  pair  in  Franre  ?    itlT  "^/servant  to 

Heaven.  that'Je  luS  sL,  aty  Sl'"''""! 
mate!"    He  ?iff«l   h;=  u     j        ^  ^*°  °^"^  and 

»»..  1.  s,Se.5L'rs„;°„f^»'^ " 
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s^lds^ri!!"^  condition-poor  barefoot  lamb,  that 

this!    Ah  ^.         ^   ^  ^°*'  ''^O"  Shalt  smart  for 

nmL^  fcil"":  T^^^'^•"  ^''^  'he  young 
"ThnVt  ^T  Pf^'^  '^^  debauched  your  lady  " 

usually  attenUve^        '"'  ''°^"'="*="'  ''^  ^^« 
of 'Sl£:"srJ^  'l!^  r"«  °^"'  "I  -^  reminded 

Bocca  badata  non  perde  ventuta- 
Ana  nnnuova  come  fa  la  luna." 

"We  must  find  your  iady,  my  lord." 
togefher"^'"-    ^'^  y^"' <Jear  sir.    They  are  now 

yol'^i  Su' t^°^  °"°' "'^^ -- '-or.  than 

of  Rcput.  "^"''^'  ^"^"^  '^  ^  ^•"  ^"o'J'  'he  Count 
enc^^"'    reminiscences,   you    have    experi- 
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;'We  aU  have,"  said  the  Count. 

of  ww'r  ""f 't-  '^''  ^"'°'^'  ""^  "°t  ^°rth  talking 
IhJ  ,  ^^''^  °'  *^°  ^  the  dark,  or  beSd 
PoJh^''T'//°"'^'^  '^^  t'^^  I'^^d  under  a  dS 
Pooh,  my  lord-look  at  yours,  rather."  ' 

swdfed  and  tT^'^  ^'  ""'  ^''^'^'^  ^is  chest 
mS  fi  TP'    ^"  nioustachios   upward 

W.rf  i5'''\^"^'='''  "P«°  their  strength.  "She 
had  a  takmg  shape,"  he  said  tenderly;  "I  saw  it  ha 

o  hisTe;  .n?  "^""T'"^  ^°'  a  «ttle,  then  started 
"C^Jf^l  ^"^  S^^'J  »P  and  down  the  ravine 
Come!"  he  said,  "let  us  find  our  wives." 
Our  wives  my  lord!"  cried  the  young  man. 
You  shall  have  your  Roesia,  I  tell  vou  »  «,  M  ft, 
a'^rn.S'rr-    "^''"^  -ws  o/Ky  ifworth 
you,  as  I  will  tell  you  upon  the  road.    Come  shaU  T 
2ralo^"^^    I.too,amapoet.not^,Serk! 
As  he  sat  there  easily  on  the  rock,  roaring  his  oiece 

he  L'^weH^'^''^  ''^'  "'^^  'h^  «ther  ext  nded 
A  k^TnT,!.  i^^  ^""  t°  the  cadences  he  uttered 
iwL  ?  f''""  '"  ^^  'y^^'  ^»d  his  strong  face 
glowed  and  shone.  He  was  not  ridiculous  blrauS 
he  was  uphfted  and  furiously  in  earnest  W^l 
triumphantly  lover  and  poet,'th:w'Si1f  hPs^iJ 
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brushed  the  sublime.     And  thus  he  sang  or  bel- 
lowed: 

"Ye  nymphs  and  swains  of  Venus'  grove. 
Ye  vagabonds  of  Level 
Oh,  may  the  myrtle  and  the  may, 
The  spurge,  the  laurel,  rose  and  bay 
Your  right  ascendance  prove!" 

The  young  man's  feats  with  rhymes  in  oesia  undid 
the  Captam,  who  plunged  on  thus: 

"Oh,  Love  above! 
Oh,  Death  beneath! 
Oh,  balmy  Dove! 
Oh,  poisonous  breatbl 
By  song  to  prove 
The  matter  of 
My  heart's ." 

"Accursed  Death,  thou  hast  undone  me!"  he  said 
and  bit  his  nails.  ' 

There  had  been  enough  of  this  sort  to  cause  the 
listener  considerable  disturbance— so  much  so  that 
the  singer  perceived  it,  and  said  with  some  abrupt- 

jt  »'^^^  ^  *^^  P°^*  ^  ^'°-    '^°"  ^y  ^^^  it  or  leave 

"Sir,"  said  the  Young  Man,  af  a  pause,  "you 
put  me  to  some  embarrassment,  u  I  take  it  I  play 
traitor  to  my  art;  if  I  leave  it  I  break  my  parole  " 

Captain  the  Count  of  Picpus  said  that  he  hoped 
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But  you  do,  SU-,  you  do  indeed,"  repUed  Tristan 
Paulet.  "Your  poetry-if  I  must  speak  plainly- 
seems  to  me  of  extreme  badness.  Indeed,  I  don't 
suppose  that  there  can  be  in  the  whole  world  a  worse 
poet  than  yourself-unless  it  be  in  Aix,  where  I  had 
to  endure  many  ignoble  rivalries." 

"I  fancy  that  you  are  near  the  mark,  my  young 
gentleman,"  said  his  lordship.  "I  cannot  myseU 
believe  that  there  is  a  worse.  And  mind  you,  that's 
adistmction.  There  is  nothing  mean  for  me.  lam 
for  ever  m  extrmis-the  best  if  I  can;  if  not,  then 
the  worst.  But  let  us  be  going;  if  I  am  a  bad  poet 
I  am  a  worse  enemy,  as  the  Singing-Man  shaU  find. 
Oh,  dog  and  dog's  son-my  wife  and  my  county 
fn  tI^.^!'  ^■^t-^'^d  he  as  happy  as.  the  fleas 

in  your  bedl"  His  moustachios  bristled  like  teasels' 
heads.  He  rose  and  blew  a  blast  upon  his  horn 
which  caused  blood  to  flow  at  the  ears  of  the  Young 
Man  Barefoot.  * 

"My  rascaUk  will  hear  and  obey,  you  will  find  " 
said  he.  I'They  know  that  signal."  The  Young 
Man  surmised  that  they  would  know  it  in  Paris. 


CHAPTER  IX 


THE  GREAT  RECOVERY 

The  Captain-Count  moved  his  men  onward  in 
open  order,  in  the  direction  which  he  supposed  the 
traitor  Simon  to  have  taken,  which  must  needs  be 
due  south;  for  plunder  being  his  sole  object,  it  fol- 
lowed as  the  night  the  day  that  he  was  going  to  sell 
the  Lady  Roesia  to  the  Bishop  of  Agde  if  he  could, 
or  to  the  Viscount  of  Turenne  if  he  could  not.  But 
he  judged  that  he  would  first  try  the  Bishop,  being  a 
singing-man,  used  to  dealing  with  prelates. 

And  he  had  judged  well.  They  had  not  crossed 
two  ridges  of  hills  before  upon  the  third  he  spied  a 
caravan,  and  gave  a  great  shout,  and  spurred  for- 
ward. Here  his  better  feelings  prevailed  over  his 
better  judgment— for  that  shout  was  heard,  and  had 
immediate  effect  upon  the  decamping  army.  They 
were  seen  to  halt  upon  their  hill;  they  were  seen  to 
be  in  confusion;  Simon  himself  was  seen  standing  up 
in  his  stirrups,  haranguing  his  fellow-thieves.  And 
women— harrowing  sight! — were  there:  one,  sitting, 
nourished  a  baby — ^two  lay  prone  and  slept,  one's 
head  upon  the  other's  shoulder.  And  with  tears  of 
blood  the  Captain  saw  one  sit  apart  beside  a  bear, 
167 
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■«c"er,.    The  trie  JS'  "■  "»  »*"«  of  the 
<I~>Pi4  loto  b»;S^'  '""S  "<»»«°-he,  head 

her  arms  off  at  the  wrkf ,  »  °*t^/°°'-  ^e  wiU  break 
forward,  dxawtra  7onf knife  ^T^^'  "'^  ^'°' 
gerly,  tiptoe  life  a7espTsL-"B?^'"^ "?  ^'"" 
gentles,,  says  he,  and  cut^ Xds.  ^Se^S 
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into  each  other's  arms;  the  soldiery  admired  but  his 
!orStro2eS;;.r  --  ^  "^PP^- 'oo^^- 

andTahllr;    '-^r  ''  ^'^  "P°°  ^-^  ^L 
ana  fealty  to  remam  here  guarding  that  kissing 

andtst  ^b'uT "" " ^'^^'^ -g-d'are benevoTnf 
and  just-but  they  must  await  my  personal  neads 

rnL^,^  T    ''!""■  P'^^'^^s,  but  face  about,  the 
Company-face  due  north,  you  peering  scoundrels 

S' s tdvwa  r'°.  ^°t  """'  ^'"^  ^'^^'  be  events 
1^  s  lady  was  when  I  return,  for  by  Cock  I'U  carve 

shS    I?  F  ^™r'\th'-s  blade,  which  hot  t^^ 
izL  ^P^    ^'■°°''    A*»»t'    Turn!"    They 

turned  as  on  pivots,  and  the  Captain,  leaping  to  the 
saddle,  careered  across  the  hiU-top         ^P'°S  »  t^ie 
Like  a  setting-dog  he  hunted  across  and  across 
descendmg   gradually  toward   the  valley,  wSere  a 

Z^rr:^  ^"'^^  """^^^  *«  i°-  the  Rho2  He 
found    lurkmg   scoundrels    without    number-hot! 

W'n^w"^'  ''f''^  scoundrels-but  found  not 
bZo;  tJ^r^M- ^'^'^^^'^'^  ^"^ '°°^-«hif ted- 
but  not  the  lovely  Nicole.  And  so  at  last  he  came 
down  to  the  mouth  of  the  river,  and  there  he  m^t 
easily  have  missed  him,  for  the  rocks  were  piled  and 
densely  covered  with  scrub.  ^      ' 

rnfr  of  Dinr^"''fi''u''^  ^/^  '^''  ^^  ^hat  a  keen 
^ir  of  pink  ears  had  heard,  and  Nicole  la  Grace-de- 
Dieu  m  the  nick  of  time  struck  the  brown  be^^i 


I70  THE  COUNTESS  OF  PICPUS 

her  Staff  as  she  crouched  beside  her  sharp-t  tyrant 

"  Oh  Simon,  Simon,"  was  all  he  could  sav     "  nt, 
Simon,  Simonl  what  a  meeting  have  we  W!"    A 
advanced  lightly,  like  a  gallant  ml  tbg  ^rLn^ 
m  the  dance,  and  oluckeH  im  th^  .      ^  •      P^""^"^ 
the  ears  of  his  head     N.vl      ^""^""'"g  '"an  by 

a  dance  eave  hp  to  ff,»  *,-  ^  ^  ''^'  "^^^"^ 

icct  were  lettered  under  the  hpar'e  i«ii,,    o- 
hands  were  bound  behind  hi^o^l^^ 'Ten 
Captam  Brazenhead,  kneeling  on  one  See.  S 
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are'^r^IT  '"""^"^''^  ^'  ^•^'  "y°"  tribulations 
are  over.  A  horse  stands  here  for  your  ladvshio 
when  your  lady -hip  wiU  be  pleased  to  make  ui  o  ir ' 

peEt'aT!?  °°'  "^J'f''^  S'"""^  ^*  ^''^  tittered 
petticoat  and  wounded  feet,  rose.  Her  lord  lifted 
her  to  the  saddle,  and,  leading  the  bear  by  one  S 
^nd  the  horse  by  the  other,  took  the  way  up'tSe  mo"n 

T  .^'*'"'°*  ^\  "P°°  *'  P™"'^  f^'^e  Of  the  young 
Lady  Roesia,  confusion  upon  that  of  her  happy  lover 

to  Si  iZ/TT'^"""^  P^^^^°*^^  ^"  the^mpln; 
to  his  lady  the  Countess.  He  did  it  with  a  suoerb 
ease  which  is  his  high^t  praise.    "PermTt  m^Zt 

Tn  M  J^"^'i°  r''"  ^°  "'''^'^  ^^'^  acquainted. 
To  M^a^e  de  Picpus,  my  consort,  I  present  the 

of  Z  if\^'^^%  Des-Baux,  descended  from  one 
o  them"  "^  Sf  °^  ^°'°g"^the  most  remarkable 
of  them.  Madame  Roesia  lifted  her  head,  Ma- 
dame Nicole  hung  hers,  but  the  Captain-Count  flicked 
up  his  moustachios  in  quick  succession  tiU  they 
^^^d  above  his  eyebrows  like  poplars  on  a  river- 

To  the  young  man  Tristan,  stiU  barefoot,  he  used 
a  somewhat  severer  tone.  "Colleague,"  said  he, 
feUow  journeyman  upon  the  Parnassian  uplands 
your  services  to  me  have  been  many  and  great,  but 
the  honour  of  my  consort  demands  full  measure  from 
you.  And  whereas  in  giving  me  news  of  her  radiant 
appearance  m  a  horde  of  hedge-thieves-in  which 
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company  she  being  the  fairest  of  women,  must  needs 
have  g  eam«l  like  a  diamond  in  a  midden-you  ^ 
Without  the  fear  of  God,  speak  of  her  in  comm^on  wkh 
all  the  women  of  that  crew  as  MraK'    «  Vu • 
hateful  to  me  and  la^embgV£h";„Vur-^Z' 

orn^p^ir'^frrdlTali^^'^^^^^^^^^^^ 
brother,  play  the  man  wiSout  c^af^ toS'Lt"""' 
A  convulsive  movement  of  the  fair  Nicok?"be 
rayed  her  anxiety  to  cover  her  bruised  Sl^fjl 
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tions^  The  first  is  that  you  lead  to  the  altar  this 
fffted  young  man,  by  whose  aid  I  have  rec,  .eSl  my 
wife  and  my  enemy;  and  the  second  s  tha.  my  lov3y 
consort  be  made  the  mistress  of  your  robes,  and  chief 
woman  about  your  person." 

These  things  being  agreed  to,  the  Count  of  Picpus 
«^unded  the  advance:  and  when  late  that  ev  nC 
rtey  hal  ed  m  an  abbey  called  Saint-RaimbaudS 
Mortadelles.  and  our  her,  held  his  fair  Nicole  in  Ws 
ams  he  proved  to  his  own  satisfaction  and  to  min-^ 
tnat  Boccaccio  was  perfectly  right 

ot^^V^^T'"  ^"'  °!. !™°"  ""^  '^^  ^™^  bear; 
of  Pym,  and  his  eye,  and  his  Bishop  of  Agde;  of  the 

Aree  Counts  of  Picpus  and  the  unheard^H,;  .onte  ? 
Sri""'-"".^  '^"y  of  Lambert  Paradol,  o 

Captain  Brazenhead  ever  bent  the  knee,  the  tale 
would  be  long,  even  if  I  knew  aU  of  it. 
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CHAPTER  I 

HOW  CAPTAIN  BKAZENHEAD  WON  A  RECRmT 

scars  on  his  face,  a  notched  fore-finger  a  maiesHr 
SoS  of  :Je"'  ^""i  *^°  ^^gg-  -d  a^S  n 

^;tsrs'^ii^.:^t2^of 

gnmage  was  certainly  a  cloak  of  diss  mbSng  ^Me' 

thTfiSr  ""^  ^  ' -r"'^'  ""'^  (^  he  would  W  teen 
the  first  to  admit)  wholesome  exercise     If  Zh^A 

"7S  ^":  •""^  '■'^  I'-'y  -•  to  love  :ons^i4  t  £d 

?n5e?dTharKS'-^f  J^™"'^"^  ^-  -'^^ 
iriaeed  he  had  skirted  in  his  time  too  close  to  the 

Se  r        "f^  T  *°  ^^^P^-^^  those  who  (for  honour! 

?o^e  hr""!^"*^ ''''  '"^'"^'^^^  "P«°  them.   Tre- 

S    Hea^Sh"  ~7'th°"t  devotion  in  see^'ng 

«ead  of  Thomas  and  the  Golden  Shrine,  for  aU 
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JS-  fi«H     •  '!t'"'''.'  """^  ^'^^  ''"^■°'=^«'  0°  the  road. 
For  firstiy  m  this  reign  of  King  Henry  the  Sixth  he 

W  H,    f'  °^  ^°'^'^  '"^»'  ^  WlJfe  Rose  man 
T^TS"'   f  T  ?'  °^  ''^^^  ^h°  had  sworn  to  have 

£nn,^'^5  ^'"^  ?"  "  ^^^'S^^-'    Lastly  he  wL 
bosom-friend  of  another  Jack,  whom  he  hop^  to  meet 
in  Kent;  I  mean  Jack  Mend-all.    Jack  Cade  S 
Mortimer-caJl   him  as  you  will-that  pLS 
young  man,  who  promised  himself  a  kingdom  and 
Enghshnien  a  charter,  who  actually  foughVa  battle 
on  Blackheath,   held  London  Bridge  Igainst    he 
Mayor,  Aldermen   and  Citizens,  and' hangeS  Lofd 
Say  upon  one  of  his  own  trees.  From  this  practical 
statesman  our  Captain  had  received  a  roving  com 
mission  to  be  his  Vox  Clamantis:  he  was  to  t JiSt 
revolution  along  the  Pilgrims'  Way.    This  road  was 
the  most  truveUed  in  the  realm;  i[  led  aU  men  ilJ'o 
Kent-Captam  Cade's  country;  it  could  be  safely 
used:  with  cockleshells  and  staves  enough  it  Tould 
screen  an  army.    Pilgrim  only  by  the  way,  therefore 
was  Captain  Brazenhead,  sometime  of  MilaMaTe 
Of  Burgundy,  now  Deputy-Constable  of  aU  England 
under  Letters  Patent  of  the  Captain  of  Kent 

thW  if^^Tu"^  ^f  ^^^°°"'''  °^  his  faches,  of  his 
lurst     It  must  be  added  of  him  that  he  was  plenti- 

fuUy  forested  with  hair,  which  drooped  like  ivy  from 

the  pent  of  his  brows,  leaped  fiercely  up  from  his  lio 
o  meet  the  falling  tide;  gave  him'a  f^rkeJ^J^ 

crept  upward  from   his   chest  to  the  light  at   his 
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inis  good  cover  for  dormice  in  the  winter     t  ,«.•„),* 

S         f^^^"*=^  ^^  '^°"W  sneer  you  from  man 
hood's  portly  presence  to  a  line  of  shame  wiTft 
c^b  h.  moustachios.    When  he  was  SJrZ 
ki^ed  his  lip;  combative,  it  cocked  his  hat.    It  was  a 

was  set  on  fire,  you  could  see  it  smouldering  in  the 
dusk     In  o  the  vexed  debate,  whether  great  no^s 

no?e  ktf?^^  .  "^'^  ""^  ^'^*'  ^"^  h«  had  a  great 
finf ;! n  I- ""''^"^ 2° '° '^^" tJ^e argument.    TWs 

Southampton,  his  port  of  debarkation,  entered  the 

Zrl  '\^f  ""'''•  ^"'^  ''•''^''^  his'h"irat  tSe 
George,  which  was  then  the  principal  inn  This 
done,  he  sent  the  ostler  for  a  gallon  of  beer  and  in  h  ! 

te  S  Shr '  7'\  ^'''  --n  r  anS 
sur.  of  .        !  ^^"^-    ^'  ^^^  h'«  '"tention  to  make 
sure  of  a  good  one  for  the  morrow,  seeing  thaThis 
own-.f  a  spavined  makeshift  levied  from  an  Eas 
1  jgh^mithy  can  so  be  called-did  not  pS^  h£ a 
all.    He  chose  a  handsome  round-barreUed  roan 
nsmg  not  more  than  seven,  and  did  not  troubTe  to 
change  the  furniture  further'than  to  add  his  paci  to 
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those  already  on  the  saddle.  He  was  then  quite 
ready  to  drink  his  liquor  turn  and  turn  about  with 
the  ostler  and  two  Grey  Friars  whom  he  found  in  a 
sunny  comer-for  the  Captain  was  a  large-hearted 
man  He  captivated  whatever  company  he  hap- 
pened to  be  m;  this  was  his  weakness,  and  he  knew 

Jl"  1"°7:  "^"^  ^^^""^^^y  ^  ^°'*1  said,  he  persuaded 
those  two  friars  that  they  had  not  seen  what  they  had 
watched  with  some  interest  a  few  minutes  before- 
he  convmced  the  ostler  that  the  horse  he  now  saw 
and  admured  was  the  very  horse  he  had  despised 
when  he  came  stiffly  into  the  yard.  Admirable  man! 
he  set  his  steel  bonnet  at  a  rake  over  one  eye,  chewed 
a  straw  and  cocked  his  sword-point  to  the  angle  of  a 

ItZ  '  f  i.  TiT  l^'"^  "''^^'y  ^^J"«t^d,  his  mind 
j^^.5i""  °^  '^^  adventurous  sense  of  strange  aire 
and  hidden  surprises  waiting  for  him  behind  strange 
walls  he  walked  abroad  into  Chepe,  intending  to 
pay  his  devotions  to  the  Shrine  of  Saint  Swithin.that 
(by  these  means)  a  good  ending  might  follow  so  good 
a  beginnmg;  for,  as  he  had  said  more  than  once,  hon- 
our IS  due  to  a  dead  gentleman  from  living  gentlemen. 

If  I  go  he  would  protest,  "into  such  an  one's  good 
town  and  bend  not  my  knee  in  his  audience-chaniber 
1  shame  my  nobility  by  flouting  his.  So  it  is  pre- 
ciselywhen  I  visit  a  cathedral  city,  whereover  is  set 
enshnned  some  ancient  deceased  man  of  God  That 
worthy  wears  a  crown  in  heaven  which  it  becomes 
me  to  acknowledge  whiles  I  .m  yet  upon  the  earth. 
And  so  I  do,  by  Cock!" 

With  these  and  other  Uke  reflections  he  passed 
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by  the  Pilgrims'  Gate,  where  the  meaner  sort  of 
worshippers-pitiful,  broken  knaves,  ambushmen 
sheep-stealers,  old  battered  soldiers,  witches  Tom 
wes,  and  drabs-stand  at  the  shilling  Ss,'  the^ 
hands  thrust  in  toward  the  Golden  ptretory  and 
whme  their  petitions  to  the  good  saint's  dus^  eZ 
entered  by  the  west  door,  with  much  ceremony  of 
bowing  and  dropping  to  the  knee,  and  a  very  courtly 
sharing  of  his  finger-load  of  holy  water  wi7h  a  bur- 

flVJ"     'J'^''  "^^^  'J"'*^  ^^  handsome  as  one  of  her 
condition  had  need  to  be.     Within  the  church  he 

shrine,    he  fine  painting,  the  gold  work  and  lamp 

well  enough;  business  was  business,  that  of  Master 
Mortimer  crying  business,  that  of  Captain  Brazen- 

Pv^  it'T"  '  ''"''"'^-  ^^'^'''  he  cast  a  shrewd 
eye  at  the  haunters  of  the  nave,  passing  over  the 
women  he  apprentices,  all  the  friars.  He  saw  three 
or  four  hkely  blades  playing  with  a  dice-box  in  a  Sr! 
ner  and  gamed  one  of  them  by  a  lucky  throw.  He 
picked  up  a  Breton  pedlar  at  his  prayed,  also  a  ship- 
man  from  Goole,  who  had  been  twice  hanged  fSr 
piracy  and  twice  cut  down  alive-"  Three's  the  num- 
ber for  you,  Lucky  Tom,"  he  told  him  by  way  of  en- 
couragement^ In  the  Chapel  of  the  Sepulchre  he 
found  an  old  friend,  Stephen  Blackbush,  of  Alder- 

mary-Church,now  in  hiding  for  coin-clipping,claimed 
him,  msisted  on  having  him,  and  got  his  way.  AH 
^.s  was  very  well  indeed,  yet  the  Captain  sighed  for 
more.      I  have  here  so  much  mass,"  he  told  himself, 
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SO  much  brawn;  now  Mortimer  needs  brain  This 
rascatlk  would  as  lieve  be  under  the  bed  as  in  it  any 
day  and  not  one  of  it  worth  a  pinch  of  salt  to  the 
pudding  we  have  in  the  pot.  Give  me  a  striphng  of 
wit,  Icmd  Heaven,  to  outbalance  all  this  dead  meat  " 
Scannmg  the  company  as  he  turned  over  these  reflec- 
tions and  framed  these  prayers,  he  came  plump  upon 
l^Z^^      "^~^^"^'  ^^'  ^°"q"e'ed,as  you  areto 

This  was  a  slim,  tall,  gracefully  made  youth,  very 
prettv,  who  m  a  pale  oval  face  had  a  pair  of  hot,  smaU 
greenish  eyes,  a  long  nose,  a  little  mouth  like  a  rose- 
bud, and  a  sharp  chin  dimpled;  who  wore  his  brown 
hair  smooth  and  cropped  short,  and  had  the  shape 
and  tender  look  of  the  God's  self  of  love,  as  you  or  I 
might  have  seen  the  boy.  This  young  man,  whose 
name  was  Percival  Perceforest,  was  a  scholar  in  his 
way,  well  versed  in  the  books  of  Ovid,  the  De  Remedio, 

^t  7}^f  T'^'=  ''°°^^g  ^  g^^t  part  of  the 
Romaunt  dela  Rose  by  rote,  and  also  the  Songs  of 
Horace.  These  he  was  accustomed  to  cite  coUoqui- 
a^ly,  as  a  pnest  his  psalter.  He  would  speak  of  the 
ntas  ktnnuleo  tht  Integer  vitce,  or  the  Solvitur,  where 
the  clerk  would  have  his  In  Exitu  Israel  or  Notus  in 
Judma.  Not  that  he  had  not  these  also  pat  upon  the 
tongue:  afterward  it  came  out  that,  bred  for  the 
Church,  he  was  actually  in  minor  orders.  Now,  with 
aU  these  advantages  of  person  and  training,  i  is  a 
very  strange  thmg  that  he  should  have  bee^  found 
by  Captam  Brazenhead  leaning  against  a  pillar  of 
the  nave,  ciymg  upon  tho  cufif  of  his  jacket.    Yet 
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t  was  so.  Round  about  him  stood  unwholesome, 
too-ready  sympathisers,  women  of  the  town,  har- 
pies; hardfavoured,  straddling,  boldbrowed  hussies, 

H^f .f '°  /'  °"'  '°''-    ^  ^hort-faced,  plainish  man 
stood  ther.  too,  respectably  dressed,  who  tried  to  cope, 
but  failed  to  cope,  with  two  things  at  once.    To  the 
women  he  was  heard  to  say,  "Begone,  shameless  bag- 
gages, tempt  not  the  afflicted";  which  made  them 
laugh  and  hit  each  other  in  their  mirth.    The  weeper 
he  urged  with  a  "  God  help  thee,  youth,  and  expound 
thy  misfortunes  to  me,  if  thou  canst  not ! "     But  the 
name  of  God  caused  the  young  man  to  blubber  the 
more.    Captam  Brazenhead  took  a  shorter  way 
He  smartly  touched  his  man  on  the  shoulder,  calling 
him  his  bawcock,  his  nip  and  frizzle,  his  eye  and  his 
minion;  at  the  women  he  flung  up  his  hands  with  a 
rush,  as  one  starts  a  greyhound.    "Off,  detriments!" 
he  cned  tremendously;  and  they  slunk  or  swaggered 
away  with  yeiy  injurious  but  muttered  exprSions 
to  the  effect  that  they  were  not  going  to  do  for  such  an 
old  piece  what  they  actually  were  doing  as  they 
spoke.    "Now,  good   Master  Burgess,"  said  the 
Captain  to  the  respectable  man  (whom  he  had  placed 
at  once),    and  now  young  Niobus,"  to  the  lad,  "we 
will  accommodate  these  waterworks,  if  it  suit  you 
Follow  me."    He  laid  a  hacked  finger  to  his  nose, 
and  scowled  upon  the  couple  with  so  much  hopefui 
mystery,  such  commanding  confidence,  such  an  air 
of  g,ve-and-take-and-be-damned,  that  follow  him  they 
aid;  the  merchant  as  one  who  says  "Well   well 
smce  ycur  humour  is  so,"  and  the  other  with  sub-' 
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dued  sniflfs.    But  the  merchant,  as  havine  a  soM 
that  this  latter  was  dressedt'a  tU  feS  ofl^^ 

places,  that  h,s  shoes  were  down  at  heel,  the  feather 
m  h.s  red  cap  broken-backed;  that  he  looied  namp^^^^ 
but  mnocent,  unfortunate  rather  than  debauchS^  as 

2i,'?hV;r"^°^"'^'^'-^— -^^-p^^^ 

H,,^^  ?^*^^'  ''^^P  ^  ^^^  '^^''ghts  Of  mystery  con- 
ducted his  mitiates  to  the  stone  ledge  whicSi 

do;ra„t"'^°'  ''/^^^P  Wy^^'---  He"  hetf 
DlaTe'at  ht   "l^rt  '"^''"'^  ''^^  '"^^'^hant  to  a 

"sT  f  tSlnk'     ^.rl:^'^^'^  ^^^  ^^^l^ed  with  a 
Mr,  1  thank  you,"— "Two  feet  for  ever  I"  salH  f»,» 
Captain  heartily,  and  nodded  pS  PerStS 

ceeded  with  Percival  to  the  point  of  L  "el.         '"" 

«PeS  pTStsSL"  ^  "'^'  ^"'^  '^  ^"---^' 
"C  mldnotbebetter.indeed.  Your  age,  Percival?" 


ik^V»'flUBi' 
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'Of  nineteen  years  sir  "    ti,-  /-    .  . 
his  leg.  ^      '    ^-      ^^  Captain  smacked 

water  fro.  your  TyS'Ltn  trd^^f  ^^'  »  ^-^^ 

a  drawpipe.'^rcia,?  fr^l^J'^^'bbing  like 
back.  "Nb  more  o' Tr  bT^^  ^""  °"  '^e 
tea«I  Down  ZrJna^  ;  ^^''^  '°  y°"'  fennel, 
morel    M:^;.^!'^^:^'^:^^ -^y  feek.  n^ 

it  right  to  explain.  HeTo^tJ:,  Jf '^jr'  th°"ght 
pride  of  grief  i„  his  hot^^^  "^  ^'*  ^"  ^^  P'^Per 

you  K'th^:;' i  2  r" 'r  ^°"  ""-^^-^-d. 'f 

in  all  England  "  ' '°°''  "^'^^'^  J'oung  'n;n 

sound  and  biting  truth\,« T  ?  ,^  ^^P^'"'  "^ut 
thing  of  wretchSS  ,.?  '^  *'"•  ^  '^^^  "'me- 
-th!  merchrt?tS-"Sf  TfVr'^^^'^'^'r" 
edness  too   since  I  "- >^.:  "^""''^^^b- 

handsom?ima,Zri  t  "T"  ^'^^  *°P  ^^  ^ 

trunk,  and  his  Sis  t^        I^'^'  ^^^^  ^"''n  «« 

dragons,  as  S^an'Ss^  S  b'  tTfti^'V^ 
mon  fields  about  Thebes,    tl^^^t^^^ 
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ajijny,  if  I  have  ever  known  agony.    Now,  I  wiU  lay 
a  thousand  marks  to  your  ink-bottle  that  I  can  place 
a  finger  on  the  nut  of  his  grief."    The  Captain  spoke 
so  heatedly  that  Percival  was  minded  to  soothe  him. 
It  IS  too  deep-rooted,  dear  sir,"  he  said. 
"I  prick  deep,"  replied  the  Captain,  and  raised  a 
finger.      Now  mark  me,  boy.    You,  in  the  first 
delicious  flush  of  manly  love,  have  been  torn  from 
your  bosom's  queen." 
"Oh,  sir!"  says  Percival,  gasping. 
"And  she  is  of  high  degree." 
"Oh.  sir!" 

"And  she  is  here  in  this  city  of  Winton— and  you 
have  tramped  in  her  steps-and  slept  under  hedges, 
and  m  the  skirts  of  brakes,— and  seen  her-and  by 
her  been  seen— and  yet  you  cannot  get  at  her— hey  ?  " 
"Oh,  sir!"  cried  Percival,  showing  the  whites  of 
his  eyes,  "oh,  sir,  what  magic  do  you  use?"  The 
Captain  held  out  his  hand  for  the  other  to  kiss. 
"My  magic  is  the  magic  of  that  glowing  old  puddle 

««i  '^:  J"^,  ^^''^•"  ^y*  *'8  triumphant  man. 

What  difficulty  had  I?  What  does  youth  cry  for? 
Why,  youth  again.  But  you  teU  me  much  more  than 
such  a,  b,  c.    Your  jacket"  (he  fingered  the  sleeve) 

was  good  Genoa  velvet  once;  and  is  not  green  her 
hvery?  The  sun  hath  printed  the  badge  in  your 
cap  and  defies  your  busy  fingers:  do  you  bear  arms 
in  your  own  right?"  He  snapped  his  fingers.  "You 
have  played  with  your  master's  daughter,  page-boy  " 
Percival  hung  his  head. 

The  Captain  reassured  him.    "Oh,  you  have  not 
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line.  a„d?hhCe"-heXf  ;?.  T  ""^'  "^^  '^'^ 
cival's  back     "l  th:nt  ^  ^"8"  '^"wn  Per- 

at  workTere  therefor,  r""  """"''''^  ^'^  »>«»  ^er 
collar.    And  h?IS^  vo,      "u""  '^  ^°'  '^e  hemp- 
dust  of  wSfs  cSmmTT  ^  ^-    ^'^'^^hUe 
live  by  bread    fir  S^  'u?^'"  ^"^  h^^-  «« I 

whereUtdrS^lfS^S-V  '^Jj"^ 
long  stalk  from  PeS's  S.      j^^P^U^da 

"Whitchurch  hayP-Tei  ^"^  "^"^  "• 

«S*!t''P;i«l' "No,  sir.  ^mboum." 

the  tt^7:^:ST^;;j  "r '  r  ^^^  - 
°'^XtBr:;r^-~-^veX;^"°"^ 

At  Bemerton,  sir,  in  Wilts." 

My^Lom  Seynst^s^T  ^^"'^^  '^"'  ^von. 
his  badge.    wS5?tT!n.5    It^"'^""'^^^'^"* 

val     Thlr  ?•"''''"  '^  '"■^  "^""e.  sir,"  says  P^d- 
btndl^  al  tfchlT^  ^'-^  ^^'^  -^^-^^ 

snigeered   anH  fi,l  r^  ■'■' .^'^ravai.     ihe  merchant 
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He  deserved  to  win.  Percival  opened  his  mouth 
words  failing  him.  The  merchant  s-vid  "Tush!" 
and  walked  away;  and  Captain  Brazenhead  clasped 
the  youth  in  his  arms.  You  may  be  quite  easy  in 
your  mind  as  to  whether  or  no  the  whole  story  was 
poured  out  unreservedly. 

True  it  was,  according  to  his  own  tale,  that  Per- 
aval  Perceforest,  foot-page  to  Sw  Simon  Touchett, 
Knight,  had  loved  his  master's  second  daughter, 
Mistress  Mawdleyii.    Certain  familiarities  growing 
unawares,  and  growing  dearer  by  use;  certain  inno- 
cent natural  testimonies  given  and  received;  certain 
pledges  scrupulously  observed,  were  followed  by 
certain  unmistakable  tokens.    It  was  all  very  inncn 
cent  and  passably  foolish— a  boy-and-girl,  kiss-in-the- 
dark,  dream  o'  nights  affair;  but  Angry  Touche'*  had 
beaten  his  daughter  and  trounced  his  page.    He  had 
packed  the  girl  off  to  her  aunt,  the  Prioress  of 
Ambreshury,  and  Percival  to  the  devil,  whom  he  con- 
ceived to  be  his  natural  father.    Poor  Percival,  de- 
plorably in  earnest  over  his  love-making,  had  skulked 
about  the  shaws  and  osier-brakes  of  Bemerton 
trudged  to  Ambresbury  over  the  downs,  and  learned 
the  news  there— all  as  much  to  the  detriment  of  his 
spints  as  of  his  trim  adornment.    The  news  being 
that  the  Prioress  would  take  her  niece  on  pilgrimage 
Uj  Canterbury,  Percival,  too,  felt  the  call  of  Saint 
Thomas:  he  followed,  taking  the  hospitalities  that 
offered  on  the  road.    He  saw  the  entry  of  Mawdleyn 
into  Winchester  with  the  Ambresbury  retinue-  saw 
her  lodged  in  the  stately  Abbey  of  Hyde  beyond  the 
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S.  1  • ;  u^'u^  "^^  ""^  **^" »«".  -"d  tw» 

mutual  gnef  had  been  too  many  for  him.  He  had 
opened  the  brimming  sluices  of  his  heart;  he  was 
tired,  sick,  longing,  footsore,  heartscre,  desperate 
young.  Tears  had  done  him  good,  but  the  Captain 
did  him  more.  '^ 

When  he  had  the  whole  story  out,  "Now,"  said  this 
intrepid  man,  "you  and  I,  Percival,  are  in  the  fair  way 
of  a  classic  friendship,  as  I  see  very  well.    What! 
We  have  mingled  tears"-this  was  true;  "confidences 
have  passed"-they  had,  but  all  one  way;  "we  have 
tooked  each  into  the  heart  of  the  otherl    You  shall  be 
Patrocle  m  a  new  Achilles,  Harmonium  to  Aristo- 
geiton.    Or  let  me  stand  for  Theseus,  Duke  of 
Athens,  you  shall  be  that  nobleman,  whose  name  Ie  on 
the  tip  of  my  tongue,  who  was  followed  by  his  lovine 
attentions  to  the  gates  of  Hell  Town.    Now,  just  as 
Achilles  was  kindled  by  the  sparks  beaten  from  the 
heart  of  Patrocle,  whom  he  tenderly  loved,  so  shall  I 
most  reasonably  be  by  you,  my  Perceforest.    If 
Theseus  went  to  Hell  after  that  other  genUeman  I 
will  go  to  Bemerton  if  needs  be.    But  needs  wiU  not. 
Needs  call  otherwhere.    Wh-t  do  you  say  to  a  likely 
manor  in  Kent,  with  the  title  of  Lord  of  Parliament 
cousir  and  councillor  to  a  great  king?    You  have  a 
kingly  name,  for  was  not  a  Perceforest  king  of  all 
England?    Everybody  knows  it.    You  may  carve  out 
these  rewards  and  have  your  little  Mawdleyn  under 
your  arm  all  the  while.    Come.    I  see  a  part  of  the 
way,  but  I  am  plaguily  athirst  with  all  this 


work.    Come,  boy,  let  us  drink.    Leave 


'  tongue- 
the  rest 
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to  me:  counsel  comes  on  the  flood.  But  let  us  by 
no  means  omit  our  respects  to  the  respectable  Saint 
Swithin  lord  of  this  place,  though  dead  as  a  mutton- 
Oone.    Come,  my  gamebird,  bend  the  knee  with  me  " 


CHAPTER  II 

WILES  OF  CAPTAIN  BRAZENHEAD 

They  bent  the  knee  together,  the  man  of  blood  and 
the  weeper,  then  rose  up  and  went  out  of  thVgZ 
church.    As  they  journeyed,  the  Captain  wa^  ^S 

lents  of  our  frail  age,  as  so  much  ointment,  necessary 
to  us  m  early  manhood,  better,  however,  tin?ari7 
and  always  m  moderation.  Nearing  the  inn  he  S 
came  full  of  thought,  and  his  face  tc^k  on  °  p^rten 

dared  not  break  m  upon  it.  The  Captain  as  the 
result  showed,  had  been  thinking  partly  obee^  fo? 
\^^f"'j,deeply  and  at  once  of  fhS  founfof  sokce 

beer  delicate  y,  without  wetting  more  than  the  red  of 
h  1u^'  Tif  ^"^^r '^d  to  *e  sky  as  he  hftej 
saw  ?o  hi,IS  "^  "°'  ^°''  "P°°  '^^  C^Pt^>°.  who 
Sn,  ?h^n  '  ^'  "  '"^y  '°  ^^^  *^t  y°"  ^e  higher 
born  than  you  suppose,  my  lambkin;  so  much  the 
better  or  Jack."  But  when  he  had  again  drunk 
copiously,  thrown  down  the  flagon  for  dogs  toTn"ff 
at  and  wrung  out  his  beard,  moustachios,\nd  evf 
brows,  regardless  of  his  birth  he  slapped  his  young 
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friend  on  the  thigh,  saying,  "I  have  it,  gamepoult, 
I  have  it." 

"What  have  you,  sir?"  asks  Percival.  The  Cap- 
tain replied,  "There  is  but  one  thing  to  have  in  the 
world,  since  you  and  I  are  one.  I  have  your  Mawd- 
leyn  like  bird  in  net."  He  shut  his  two  hands  to- 
gether to  shape  a  cage;  one  of  his  thumbs  was  stuck 
up  for  the  inmate.  "She  is  in  there,  I  tell  you,"  he 
averred.  "Do  you  see  her?" 
"Yes,  sk,"  says  Percival. 
"You  are  a  good  lad,"  replied  the  Captain;  "and 
I'll  tell  you  this  for  certain-sure;  you  too  shall  be 
there,  billing  on  the  same  perch,  in  three  shakes  of  a 
leg,  if  you  follow  me.  Is  this  to  your  liking?"  Per- 
cival seized  his  friend's  hand. 

"Oh,  I  will  follow  you  to  the  world's  end,  dear 
sir!"  he  cried  with  fervour;  and  the  Captain,  "You 
shall  follow  me  no  farther  than  Kent  at  this  present. 
Now  listen,  and  answer  me.  This  Prioress  of  Am- 
bresbury,  what  favour  hath  she  ?  Is  she  a  big  lady, 
or  a  little  mmcing,  can-I-venture  kind  of  a  lady  ?  Is 
she  of  fine  presence  or  mean?  In  a  word,  doth  she 
favour  your  tun  or  your  broomstick?" 

"She  is  a  fine  woman,  sir,"  replied  Percival,  "with 
a  most  notable  shape." 

"Aha!"  says  the  Captain,  "I  feel  a  Turk.  Now 
then,  what  sort  of  a  train  hath  she ?  Many  or  few ?" 
"Sir,  she  is  accompanied,  as  her  due  is,  by  two 
stirrup-boys,  half  a  score  men-at-arms,  an  esquire 
of  the  body,  a  seneschal,  a  confessor,  and  five  tire- 
women, to  say  nothing  of  Sister  Guiscarda,  who  hath 
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a  note  of  Sister  S„illa'  ""'P*'"'  ""^"^'  "^'^^ 
"Very  sufficient  indeed  for  an  honourable  gentle- 
woman/' he  said,  "and  very  pleasing  to  God  I  am 
sure     Now,  if  I  twisted  the  neck  of  one  of  thl  st^^ 

wh'o'is  th^'  nr  J"*°  "^^  Pl--  and  brich    , 

"Nonni      "^.T^u     ^'''^"-^  g'«^«d  in  his  skin 

No  one  would  be  f-j  worse,  sir,"  says  he  "save  ner 

S'and  ^'  "'°"  ""'"^  ^°"  ^^°"^  ^  P  "- '  t: 

^T;.^'.u  '  'If'  '"?"^'  "^"y  ^""J'l  I'e  the  better!  " 

Let  be  then,"  said  the  Captain;  "I  wiU  arranee 

It  for  you."    Percival  sighed.  ^  ^m  arrange 

hp"f 7  '''^"  ^  ^^^"^  y°"'  ""y  "oble  benefactor?" 
shiers""""^-  ^"^^  ^^P*^'"^  P"'  '^-^^  on  his 
"You  shall  thank  me  by  your  deeds,  my  lad  I 
know  a  youth  of  parts  when  I  see  him-a  pafe  face 
tha  knows  the  look  of  letters,  a  thin  hand  that  SJ 

"e^d'^l.^  P^"'^"''^^^^    Y-  -«  exactly  whaH 
need.    Don  t  suppose  that  you  are  not  to  work  for 

JZ  ^''""u  ^f  "*  ""•    Yo"  ^hall  do  a  pre«y  wS 
n  ^^  ""S  ^"^°''  y°"  "^  ^  '"oo"  older.  ^  Nowlarn 

^    ^  L,     ?'"^*  ^o""  'l'^  '0"°d  eyes  of  Mawdleyn 

bZ:J-'    V°'';^'''    Ah,  you  are  shorn  iS 
uurgundian,  I  see." 

"Sir,"  says  Percival,  "I  will  write  if  I  may  » 
Write    write,"  his  friend  urged  him.    "I  am 
glad  you  have  the  knack  of  that.    Presently  you  shaU 
be  writmg  for  the  reahn/"  ' 
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^Percival,  using  his  knee  for  desk,  wrote  in  the  inn- 

My  pretty  iamb,  these  words  shaU  kiss  thine  eyes 

etting  ^ee  know  that  I  am  near  at  hand,  withal  cry-' 

mg  to  be  nearer.    And  so  I  shaU  be  anon,  as  I  am 

a^ured  by  the  noblest  friend  ever  young  man  ha? 

S  Z'-  '?"  '"'''  ^  ^"'^"^d  ^t  nothing  thou 
Shalt  see  or  hear  to-morrow.  O  my  lovely  love,  my 
rose  my  dear,  kiss  this  paper  where  my  heart  is 
spilt.-From  thy  true  love,  ^ 

_  Poor  Peecivai,. 

To  my  sweet  Mistress  Mawdleyn  Touchett,  by  a 
very  trusty  hand.  '    ' 

helT'^ThlT'  '■  T:.^^'"  ^'^  *=^P*^'"  Brazen- 
face  '  """"^  confusion  of 

"th.^Vll^  '^"ff-  °^  f  ^^*  J^^"^^'"  ^'d  his  friend, 
tha  IS  the  prettiest  letter  but  three  I  have  ever  read 
of-ah,  or^caused  to  be  written.  Soon  enough  that 
gate,  you  shall  wriggle  where  that  will  go.  Now  helo 
me  out  with  my  horse  and  stuff.  I  lodge  at  Hyde  this 
night;  and  do  you  lie  snug  in  the  Strangers'  Hall, my 
dear,  and  stay  there  tiU  I  send  for  you." 


CHAPTER  III 

HOW  CAPTAIN  BRAZENHEAD  WAS  HIMSELF  HECRmTED 

be^-  S  °^  ?P't^  Brazenhead  from  this  point 

ment  «-hnT    K      '^'''^'''^  '^'y  '^'"'^''^  ^P^  treat- 
ment « tioUy  beyond  my  present  means,  and  would 
be  omitted,  wuh  a  bare  mention  of  the  fact  aS 
p^ished  were  .t  not  for  one  beautiful  flaw  in  them 
vety  charactenst  c  of  the  man,  which  (although  he 
had  no  notion  of  it  then)  entirely  spoiled  his  o^l 
design,  to  Percival  Perceforest's  in'calculabL Tnefif 
Let  me,  therefore,  say  that  the  Captain  rode  (SS 
his  stolen  horse)  into  the  stables  of  the  Abbot  o^ 
Hyde  and  told  a  lay-brother  whom  he  found  tLe 
thathewastobeaguestforthatnight.    Dismounted 
he  stalked  into  the  stables  to  see  th'e  aninTab  Th S 
was  a  fat  cream-coloured  GaUcian  horse  there  wfth 
a^headstaU  of  red  leather.    He  risked  his  au'u^^ 

A^Z^t'"  ^l"''^  °"*'  '"''  ™y  g°s«>P  the  Lady  of 
Ambresbuiy  abroad?    Is  that  possible?"  ^ 

Her  ladyship  is  here  for  one  night,  indeed  sir  " 

safe;^^^'---^^^^'p-^^Shi 

her  d"a^r?a^?'  ''""'I'  *^'"'''''  *^°"'  ^'''Vo^  that 
iier  dear  Cambases  is  herded  with  common  sumpter- 
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beasts?  By  my  head  I  will  never  believe  it.  Where 
are  her  people  ?  Where  are  her  two  stirrup-boys,  her 
half  a  score  men-at-arms,  her  esquire  of  the  bodv 
her  seneschal,  her  confessor,  her  five  tirewomen,  to  say 
nothing  of  Sister  Guiscarda,  who  has  no  teeth,  or  of 
Sister  PetroniUa,  who  loves  me  a  little  out  of  pity? 
U)rd  of  battles,  brother,  answer  me  quick!" 

"Sir,"  replied  the  trembling  brother,  "I  believe 
they  are  m  chapel  at  this  hour;  but  the  two  lads  are 
out  m  the  meads,  I  am  sure,  bird's-nesting.  I  saw 
them  go  down  this  half-hour  or  more,  and  I'll  swear 
to  their  present  occupation  (once  they  be  there)  bv 
my  lively  hopes  of  heaven." 

Captain  Brazenhead,  with  a  great  air,  strode  out 
of  the  courtyard ;  but,  instead  of  going  into  the  Abbey, 
he  turned  through  a  wicket-gate  into  the  Abbott 
garden    skirted  a  yew  hedge,  found  a  hole  in  it 
wormed  hmiself  through,  crossed  a  kitchen  plot,  a 
herbary,  a  nuttery,  climbed  a  wall  by  means  of  a  fig- 
tree  and  dropped  ten  feet  into  the  meads.    Then 
he  took  his  way  over  the  growing  grass  toward  the 
river,  which  he  saw  coiling  between  banks  of  bright 
green,  hke  a  blue  snake  enlarging  under  the  sun. 
The  evening  was  very  fair,  the  sun  behind  the  towers 
of  Wolvesey,  the  rooks  circling  about  the  Nun's  Walk 
Larks  soared  and  sang,  a  soft  wind  played  over  the 
meadows.    The  Captain  particularly  delighted  in  the 
cowslips,  which,  springing  everywhere  about  his  feet 
appea  ed  to  his  tenderest  feelings,  and  caused  him  to 
skip  hke  a  lamb  unweaned,  lest  he  should  unhappily 
tread  on  any  nodding  crown  of  them.    "My  fresh 
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beautiesi    My  dairy-delights!"  cried  he   "I  would 

^n,r V'Tf.'^  ""^  "^''''''^  g^ve  as  your  wagS 
golden  heads!"  Prancing  thus,  full  of  t'ie  soft  S 
which  opening  adventure  always  brings  to  theS 
adventurous    carolling  and  talking  fecrets  to  the 

'rr^'of  It?"  T  ''^^--th-lowing,  dimp Id 
waters  of  Itchen,  dee;,  and  dark  just  here     Rieht 
and  eft,  up  and  down  river  he  look  d,  firs'ai  the  ris 
mg  tro.t    next  for  bigger  game.    He  clacked  hs 
tongue  m  his  cheek  at  what  he  made  out.    "I  am 

ri  ?  i%?l  '^  *^'  '"^'"y"  This  was  the  case 
To  hs  left  he  saw  a  figure  in  dark  clothes-or  (to  be 
exact)  the  lower  half  of  a  figure-busy  in  a  clump  oi 
o  lers;  to  his  nght  another,  very  delicately  pink  2  the 
dcdining  sunlight,  sitting  on  the  bank  i  the  Sver 
naked  arms  clasping  naked  knees,  chin  atop.  "TWs 
^  my  game,"  said  the  Captain  to  himselff  "I  leave 
seo^.-warblers  to  the  other  innocent.  This  one  is  a 
bather.    He  shaU  have  a  long  swim,  by  my  iiTortal 

Captain  Bra^nhead,  on  his  belly,  crept  warily 
up  a  dram;  and  it  had  assuredly  gone  ill  with  he 
Prioress's  stirrup-boy  had  his  staling  enemy  not 
happened  upon  some  early  forget-me-nots  ^owfng 
upon  the  north  bank  of  his  covert.  This  is  one  of 
hose  tar-directed  chances  which  may  chlnge  the 
fates  of  empires.     Seeing  these  flowers,  "O  patch 

my  God."  breathed  the  prone,  delighted  Captain 
Brazenhead.    "O  colour  of  sacred  ho|e,  what  bliss^ 
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nr  f^^      .*^  "^  "8'''  '°  '"'^^  ?"     He  picked  two 

or  three  of  the  stany  flcwers  and  peered  over  the 
dram  as  he  did  so,  at  the  unconscious  youth,  who 
with  his  knees  clasped  between  his  hands' still  l^ked 
at  the  water.    Said  the  Captain  in  his  thiught/^Sy 

Th;nt'?K*^jy°''°°^  '^^^  "^"^  %  vhgin  life 
Thank  the  Maker  of  all  flowersi"  So  s^id  he 
sprang  suddenly  upon  him  from  behind,  as  a  mn 
wiU  throw  himself  upon  a  great  fish  in'a  shalW 
The  boy  smothered  under  fold  upon  fold  of  Captain 
could  neither  move  nor  cry  ou^  one  great  kne?  wi' 
over  his  mouth,  another  pressed  the  pit  of  his  stom- 
ach his  toes  were  pricked  by  a  fierce  beard.  The 
Captam  at  leisure  reached  over  for  his  captive's  shirt 
and  tore  It  into  three  long  strips  over  his  head.    With 

turning  him  over,  he  next  tied  his  hands  behind  his 
back  Lastly  he  wound  up  his  mouth  with  three  or 
four  thicknesses  of  calico;  then  carried  him  off  and 

ll  «  T/^  "".^^  ^'^^•°'  ^'^•^'^  ^^  very  nearly 
dry.  He  did  not  forget  to  choose  a  place  for  him 
close  to  the  patch  of  early  forget-me-nots.    "There 

ZhS K  i'  '•'^.  ^'■"'^^y'  "y°"'  ^yes  shall  be' 
gladdened  by  the  sight  of  the  innocent  saviours  of 

fZyJ  rJ^  ^.^  "PT  ^^  ''"^^  ^1"^  ^auties,  and 
thank  God  mght  and  morning  for  one  of  the  fairest 
sights  His  world  can  offer  you."  So  said,  he  picked 
up  t..e  discarded  clothes  and  ran  as  fast  as  he  could 
toward  the  Abbey. 

He  broke  through  gates  and  doors,  raced  down 
passages,  crossed  the  Little  Cloister,  and  jostled  a 
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way  for  himself  between  the  crowd  of  servants  at  th. 
Sru'nS:i";-"'"'°'y-    ThemonSreafsup 
njgn  table.    The  Lord  Abbot,  no  doubt  was  ent^r 
^jmng  guests  in  his  parlour;  was  therefore  So^^t 
CaD^^^^n  PP™fu-    It  ^°"W  be  necessary  for  the 

ISf  f^'',  P^''°"'"'  ^""I'J  ^  extravaganHori 
a  thin  htlle  boy  not  even  drowned  in  truth  But 
what  else  can  I  do  to  serve  my  friend  PerSoresf?"' 

^°e  refectory,  he  began  a  wail  which  might  weU 
^ake  the  dead.  Holding  on  high  the  limp^SSLonJ 
of  his  news,  he  poured  the  whole  of  his  magnificent 

too  much  dole  to  be  borne!  Oh,  misery  of  men 
2u&>"1.^"?""^'  Hylas,  earl^  cut  oSi 
Seeds?"  iT  ^''"'f'^t^^f''^<'s.iookuponth^e 
;!oosea,  as  if  the  Archangel  were  sounding  the  Last 
Trump,  and  aU  the  unhappy  dead  vofcing  ther 
despair.    "O  lasso!    Oim/lQ  troppo,^SpoZ 

fancy,  and  breaking  easily  into  the  Italian.    The 
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monks  and  the.r  guests  were  all  on  foot,  the  servants 
ran  about  the  dogs  came  out  from  under  the  tables 
and  howled  at  the  howling  Captain;  the  Reverend 

should  strangle)  and  swallowed  a  toast  before  the 
toe.  A  picture  of  tragic  woe,  the  Captain  stood 
be  ore  him,  exhibiting  in  one  hand  a  pair  of  murrey 
breeches  and  jerkin  of  leather,  in  the  other  a  stout 
shoe  two  worsted  stockings,  and  what  remained  of 
a  snirt. 

"Look  at  these  tokens,  reverend  father,"  says 
the  Captain,  "and  shudder  with  me  " 

lips.     The  Captain  was  ready  for  that 

"I  am  Mallecho,  the  Sorrowful  Sprite,  the  Dark 
Scents'      ^^^^^^"  ^^  announced  in  bodeful 

«J^?1'^^,^,"1!^^'"  ^^^''^^  ^°  y°"  show  me  your 
old  clothes?"  the  Prior  asked  him  testily.  The 
Captain   with    sobs   enlarged  upon  the  question. 

Kl*°  ?1'  ^'  '"^  °"*'  *^*  *h^y  ^^  been  hisl 
A^as!  they  had  covered  a  younger,  more  blossoming 
body  than  his  old  skin  could  hold.  The  nymphs 
he  went  on  to  say,  had  the  beauteous  owner  of  thes^ 
weeds;  lichen's  blue  wave  rolled  over  him,  fishes 
exp  ored  his  armpits,  eels  and  other  serpents  wreathed 
nis  le^.  This  man,"  said  the  Reverend  Prior,  "is 
undoubtedly  mad.  Let  the  almoner  be  sent  for '  the 
inHrmarer,   and   the  exerciser "     But  at  that 

Tu'w  '"°  u""'  T^'''^ '"  ^'°™  ^  ^^o*- '«  the  panel, 
knelt  before  the  Prior,  a  messenger  from  the  Lord 
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te  iS.S.'"*"'  ''^^  **"'' '"°"''"'"'  commotion  could 

BiLXr^Tf"'  'I  '''}^'  '^«'  '-^  Captain 
ijrazenhead.    The  usher  of  woe  no  more    thpre 

stood  erect  as  keen  a  man  of  affairs  as  e^r  you  slw 
n  your  l.fe.  "Your  pardon,  my  reverend  iXra 
I  had  taken  this  good  father  for  your  Lord  AbS' 
Conduct  me  brother,  to  his  Grace.  Unless  f 
K%S,^!f^^'I^---'-wsforhismostXr! 

"Do  you  mean ?"  the  Prior  began  to  ask 

Captam  Brazenhead  laid  a  finger  to  his  mouth! 

ui?  T.^" "  ^^  l^gan  to  answer. 

Take  h.m  with  you,  Brother  Harmonius,"  said 
the  Pnor;  so  the  Captain  with  his  tokens  was  led 
away  to  the  Abbot's  parlour.  ^ 

<,ilv^r2''  "^"^  T^^y  apartment  of  black  oak  and 
silver  sconces  and  a  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  he 
saw  all  that  he  wanted.    The  Lord  Abbot  was^there 

ri/iWT^'  T'^'y  '"^"'  enthroned.  On  his 
nght  hand  sat  the  Prioress  of  Ambresbuiy,  majestic 
ox-eyed,  slow-moving,  with  the  remains  of  beauty 
carefully  husbanded;  next  to  her  a  yellow  oWnun 
wth  a  few  teeth;  next  to  her  again  the  undoubted 
Mawdleyn  Touchetf  of  Percival  Perceforest's  hS 
dhng  a  fine  die-away  girl,  with  a  creamy  skin,  bounti- 
ful shape  by  no  means  concealed  in  a  dress  of  white 
cloth,  and  a  pair  of  brimming  brown  eyes  which  his 
experience  told  him,  would  go  through  a  diaphrigm 
quicker  than  a  knife  through  .utter.'  Upon  her  fS! 
ther  side  was  another  nun,  of  mild,  repining  countc- 


J 


903 


THE  CAPTAIN  OF  KENT 


nance,  whose  head  mosUy  inclined  to  one  side  and 
who  M  she  talked  drew  the  breath  inwJd  T^ 
must  be  Sister  Petronilla,  who  loved  Perti^  a  iS" 
Other  guests  there  were,  of  whom  this  histo^  hS 

1&  °u  "P"'*-  ^"PP*'^  ^^  over:  the  AbS 
dal hed  with  a  sop  in  wine,  the  Prioress  with  a  sSv^r 

melting  mood,  rather  tumbled  and  very  tired,  played 

Tn  ?!,  .!?^"J"  ^"  '^P-  A  couple  of  minstreb 
half-kneeled  on  the  floor,  and  strumm^ed  their  strhS 

Iho  ii''"-,  ^'P'"'"  Brazenhead  was  a  diveSo? 
a  hea  thy  gale  in  a  dose  garden;  the  singers  stopSd 

ttufn^hT  "^°^' '°  *^  "^""^  °^  -  ^-'^  -PH 

Sir?  Sipjone  de  Rochefort 
N'i  poiu  pas  baaiire  a  tort, 

and  Captain  Brazenhead  came  lightly  to  the  point. 
By  your  leave,  my  Lord  Abbot,"  he  sa^  then 

turned  nobly  to  the  Prioress  of  Ambr;sbury  "  Mad" 
am,  I  bring  this  sorrowful  testimony  of  the  too  earlv 
demise  of  one  of  your  servants.  A  young  CS 
am,  whose  privilege  and  hope  it  Jas  t^lLrby 
your  foot  seeking  the  solace  of  the  water°hS7ound 
eternal  solace  in  the  bosom  of  Our  Lady  (whom  "et 
us  bless  forever!).  I  found  these  clothrby  £ 
water,  madam;  the  tender  body  I  found  not." 
ihe  Pnore^  removed  the  toothpick,  as  she  said 

you  tell  m^.^  "''""•    ''  °^y  ^  '^^  t^e  what 
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tain  with  a  gl.mpsc  at  Mawdlcyn's  brown  eyes 
I  do  not  doubt  you,  sir,"  returned  the  Prioress- 

M^n  ime  K  "^  ""'  T  '^"""^^ '"  Wncherr.' 
M^ntime,  I  am  very  much  oWiged  to  you  for  your 

"Madam,"  says  the  Captain,  "my  labours  as  vou 
are  pleased  to  call  what  I  protest  to  be  deK  are 
bx.t  begun,  .7  (as  I  assume)  your  ladyshj  ne  ds  a 

a  r„  ?P"^^-  ^  ^"^  ^  '^""^  ^^'  ./due  from 
a  man  of  my  degree  10  a  lady  of  yours.  We  cher 
liera,  madam,  are  sworn  to  the  succour  of  ladies-  and 
I  shoud  never  dare  look  again  into  the  face  of  mv 
nend  he  Duke  of  Milan  (who  dubbed  me ligtHf 

let  m^  fin^  'V"^'  ,n^  ''''^'"'' '  ^^""-^  'he  hu  K 
let  me  find  a  kernel;  I  found  the  poor  weeds  let  me 
find  the  sprouting  bud."  '      ^ 

"buMf  thfn  ?f  ^™''^'  ^''^  «""«  hesitation; 
but  If  the  Duke's  Grace  of  Milan » 

of  mSi—T'  '°  *^  A^^t'  "^f  the  Duke's  Grace 

wJw°  w  *r  ^:  '^^'  "^'^^"''"  "ied  the  Captain, 
with  real  feelmg,  "would  to  God,  my  Lord  Abbot  I 
could  suppy  you  with  the  kind  of  lads  that  flower  'in 
my  good  fnend's  court!  Hey.  the  bloom,  the  S  er 
the  Cupid's  hmbs  of  these  dexterous  youths!  They 
wjU  tie  you  a  shoe,  pommel  you  a  cushion,  they  will 
tnm  you  a  wimple,  swing  you  to  a  horse,  d^nce  sS 

eli"ri'^"-^^'f  -"^^"""^  ^^  ^'  P'^?'^  - 
evemng.    I  cannot,  in  this  homely  land,  pcrfonn 
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the  impossible,  alack!  but  I  can  get  you  a  very  hand 
some  youngster  of  my  own  retinue.  Ld  waS^S 
no  l.ck-pot  ne.ther-if  that  wiU  serve  your  lad^h!^ 

CaISr%-  "^'h''^  uT"*'  "  y°"  Pl^^^^'  for  the 

had  off  ;eH?''^  ^  i'  ^^^  °^'''^'  ^'  ''"^^  that  he 
had  offered  too  much  and  too  soon;  but  there  was  no 

withdrawing.    The  Abbot  spoke  fct,  leSglick 

m  h.s  chair;  plainly  he  was  weary 'of  the'thbg 

This  appears  to  be  a  business  for  my  sister  of  a1 

^S'^7^!Tf'l'''''  "'''^  '^^  seneschal  th?n 
with  her  host.    Yet  the  gentleman's  pains  merit  some 
courtesy  at  our  hands.    Sir,"  he  saiJ^to  hTcS 
'a  cup  of  wme  with  you."  v-apiciin, 

S^^  ^"f'^'"  ^^'^  ^^Pt^'"  Brazenhead,  "there 
spoke  a  prelate."  '  ^ 

dee?'  "^trT^W'^  ^^P'"'"  Brazenhead  drank 
deep.  After  that  he  began  to  talk,  and  the  minstrels' 
office  was  at  an  end.    He  spoke  first  of  h-s  travels 

LTf  ^"^  "^r^"""^  P^rt^  °f  the  world-orS 
desert  between  the  Church  of  Saint  Catherine  and 
Jerusalem;  of  the  Bry  Tree;  and  of  how  ro^s  S 

SaSet  "?'•  ^""^  ""'''  °^  Calamye'Sd  2 
amenable  law  of  marriage  engaged  him  next-  also 
he  ev.1  custom  of  the  Isle  of  Lam^,  and  con?e£ 

the  palace  of  the  King  of  the  IslesTf  Java     H^ 

the  herb  Edelfla  which  is  said  to  resemble  a  woman- 
of  the  realms  of  Tharse;  of  the  Devil's  head  inTe' 

gold.    By  a  transition  as  easy  as  it  was  abrupt,  he 
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passed  to  Natural  Science,  in  wh.-b  he  shov  >-1  h; 
self  learned  without  pedantry.    P  .'  nS-   of  h      •"' 
ayes  of  the  lamprey,  and^easoned't  d^  trT 
common  opin  on  of  thp  n=t,-,vk      u-  1  "'v  lor  the 

now.    1  wish  you  could  lia™  »,^o  J     /"-""'S  tnem 
vexed  question'of  ^fherTaitetd^hS^ 

rs?'2;rsuuif  f  '■"  "-^^^ 

An5  he  -^ed  Se:;^  \S~^X'  thought. 

thLrPrioLs^?i:i,-  P""^d  by  night.  Of 
constant  w^s  he  Ibtet^r&'^^r''^^^  "^"^"y 
they  have  thSL  Th/  ?!  •"  *^  ^'^'°''  ^^^^ 
obsLacy  ^^P^"'  ^"S'^^d  «ff  his 

lessed  to  slaymg  there.    Thev  beheW  h;.^  u    j 

series    ant'S  ''.?  ^"^ ""'  ^^  '"*«  the  Low 
unmes,  and  bade  them  wait  while  he  cut  the 
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dykes  and  flooded  a  whole  country-side.  He  burned 
the  Pucelle  of  Orleans  before  thefr  dUating  eyS^Tnd 
owned  with  natural  blushes  that  it  was  hLielf'who 
(for  reasons  then  found  good)  so  nearly  broke  the 
marnage-treaty  between  King  Harry's  Grace  and 

bv  tht!??'  °^  ^^^  ?'"'  °'  ^J°"-  I"  -  word, 
by  hese  his  accounts  of  wide  experiences,  of  patient 

cunous  research,  of  gestes  and  feats  of  a,;ns,?apMly 

dehvered,  copiously  illustrated,  and  exceedi;gly  un 

tnie,  he  had  h,s  auditory  between  his  finger  and 

«^umb;  and  not  even  a  little  misadventure  with 

Mawdleyn  midway  of  his  oration  could  throw  him 

off  h^  balance.    The  fact  is,  the  Captain  greatly  ad^ 

mired  this  fine  girl,  and  paid  her  the  tribute  of  Ws 

indent  '^*  t?"'  "^''^  '•^^^  h^  "^d,  .r  was 
pmdent.  This,  while  it  escaped  the  Prioress,  by  no 
means  escaped  the  vigilance  of  the  sour  old  nun  who 
S  ■  ^^'uf  •';°'^'  ^"'^  ^'^^  deliberately  brought  up 
«n/     S"u  "^'"g-'^'°^k  from  the  back  of  her  chair! 

eyes.    Thus  hooded  like  a  hawk  the  poor  child  re- 

fo^.^?.,"  l^'^  discourse  at  the  cruel  act,  he  was  careful 

3  5'^r  7 Tr*^^°'^^^^'d«w'n^eatit,and 
(good  husbandman!)  made  that  serve  his  tun^  as 
you  wiU  discover.    The  end  of  aU  was  that  hr;on 

the  table  begged  his  company  for  a  further  private 
conversation.  By  this  time  she  had  been  led  to  Si 
lieve  that  Captain  Brazenhead  had  nearly  lost  Ms 
We  m  the  effort  to  save  her  stirrup-boy's,  that  he  had 
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SSant'E\:;£-°^  ^''^'^--  -d  written 
parents.  sVch  aS  KS!  ofT  ^T^^^ '« ^^^ 
in  rapid  nairative  *^^  ^  °^  suggestion 

gentie  nun  fl« leS'c  'S  ^f  "g-^omen,  the 

fui.  but  not  daSg:To^;£r  rr?"''."'^^'^- 

sstr^'^-^'et^^fti^^^^^^^^^ 

greatly  on  her  conscieni  »  ^'^  °"'  '^^'^e 

a  lofty,  great  soul."  '  ^  ^  ^"e-  and 

'She  is  too  severe  "  <Mir?  fi,»  ~„  j 

nessnuyleadwheSha^MeaStr-    "''^"*^" 
drive."    Caotain   R„      u  °^f  ™g  ™ay  never,  never 

whispered  oSTt.  ^'"''''^'^^  '^^  her  hand  and 

messenger.    S'  co?.T'"''^^'^'''^^^^'^P'0"s 

ourfairprisont  •  Care  Tt    ^^"  ^^'  "  ^"^"^^  «f 

ThenLquSiedTS'hi^'^"""'-"^'^^--'' 
1  love  the  dear  child " 

Ub,  sir " 

"«     "s  tor  her,  a  balsam  for  a  bruised 
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htt  e  heart.    Hearts  go  bleeding;  staunch  the  wound. 
Dehver  it  as  you  can,  while  I  hold  the  old  lady     I 
dare  no  more.    Oh,  sacred  bond  between  you  and 
mel      He  thrust  into  Sister  PetroniUa's  trembling 
hand  Percival  Perceforest's  love-letter.    Before  she 
could  protest  or  implore  he  was  gone,  had  stepped 
after  the  Prioress's  people,  and  was  in  the  thick  of  new 
oratory     Here  I  cannot  ask  you  to  follow  him,  but 
from  what  you  know  of  his  powers  already  displayed 
you  must  judge  the  end  of  the  adventure.    He  en- 
listed Master  Perceforest,  in  the  name  of  his  sister's 
son.  Piers  Thnistwood  (you  mark  the  disguise),  into 
the  place  and  breeches  of  the  youth  who  lay  gagged 
and  naked  m  a  ditch  in  Winchester  Meads,  hard  by 
a  clump  of  early  forget-me-nots.    By  this  time  cor- 
roborative testimony  had  been  brought  home  by  the 
second  stirrup-boy,  the  bird's-nester. 
That  night  Mawdleyn  Touchett  wrote  as  follows: 

O  heart!  S(ister)  P(etronilIa)  delivered  me  your 
paper  after  supper.  Now  it  is,  you  know  where,  weU 
kissed.  I  would  I  had  you  there.  They  puUed  my 
hood  over  fny  face  because  your  soldier  looked  at  me 
I  saw  your  face  the  better.  /  will  not  see  you  to- 
morrow  as  you  bid  me;  and  yet,  O  shall  I  not  see  you  ? 
Oood-night,  good-night,  good-night! 
Your  pledged 

Mawdlevn. 

Outside  this  she  dared  to  write,  unable  to  resist  the 
look  of  the  words,  "to  my  bosom's  lord,  P.  P.  give 
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S  Wo^H.?"'^-^"'  .^''^'"  ^""^  ~^-ed  Sister  Petro. 
niUa  into  delivenng  it  to  the  Captain 

having  MawdlejThap^leek,^^^^^^^ 

tned  to  believe  ^er^U  f^^^y^Xn^.^!'' 
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CHAPTER  IV 


HOW  PERavAL  PKOSPERED  AND  THE  CAPTAIN  PELT 
JUSTIFIED 

'•The  humble  supplication  of  Lancelot  Corbet 
Citizen  and  Scrivener  of  London,  Richard  Smith' 
manner  of  the  county  of  the  town  of  Kingston-upon- 
Hull  of  Gundnth  his  wife,  native  of  Norroway,  and 
of  Giles  Cruttenden  of  Mereworth,  in  tht  county  of 
Kent,  yeoman,"  was  presented  in  the  morning  early 
to    the  Reverend  Mother,  their  Good  Ladyship,  the 
Pnoress  of  Ambresbury";  and  was  to  the  effect  that 
her  orators,  devoutly  disposed  by  motions  of  their 
spmtual  parts  in  no  wise  to  be  mistaken,  were  bounden 
upon  the  pilgrimage  of  Saint  Thomas;  but  because 
of  the  disturbed  state  of  the  road,  owing  to  these  un- 
happy times  of  discord  and  the  far  purposes  of 
Ahnighty  God  (not  to  be  discerned  by  meralone) 
they  went  m  peril  of  their  lives  and  substance,  "being 
but  poor  folk  unfriended  of  any."    Their  prayer  wa! 
that  they  mighr  be  allowed  to  join  the  retinue  of  the 
Pnoress  and  be  friends  of  her  friends,  foes  of  her 
foes;  whereby  they  could  not  doubt  but  that  Saint 
Thomas  would  be  favourable  to  them,  and  the  Prior- 
ess profit  by  the  added  prayers  of  very  grateful  per- 
sons.   Also  her  petitioners,  as  iii  duty  bound,  would 
ever  pray.  ' 
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The  Prioress  was  inclined  to  admit  these  hnn«.f 

^t  the  scrivener,  for  I  know  him  of  old  ^ra  sho^ 
faced,  snarling  rogue."    It  wa<5  tr,,;  fi,  .  ^       . 

ujc  v^aptam  met  him  with  a  ihnrf  "tt,   -    • 
dismount.    None  enter  here"        '    ""' ^'^"^^"^'•. 
;;By  your  leave  sir,"  says  the  scrivener, 
xou  have  no  leave  of  mine  "  <m;h  th«  n^^,.  •    • 

r^'i."'i£t°"iTj  ""^ »'  ?S-  ^?n  X 

•^ri  ^^  ^''"'^fied  his  pommel. 
Pinr  wal  L'fitf''''  ^"^'L'^^l'-tudinous  unstrap- 
oif  ve^w  f™  ^^"""^i  ^^P'^'°  Brazenhead  put 
Tn  you7ear  We'  ^"^  ""' •  l"^  ^°'^  ^'"  ^^  -"°4h 
«:  "you  te""^^^.  YheT'"  "^  '=°"^- 
as  white  as  the  favoured  rose.  ^'""'"^'^  ^^'^^ 

"  Who— what— how ' " 

mg,  had  spoken  wiselier  than  he  knew 

At  this  point  you  may  see,  if  you  will    Percival 
Perceforest  demurely  habited  in  the  m^ey  jS 
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thisT^I'^'  ^r^.^tockings,  greasy  cap,  and 
Shoes  of  the  Prioress's  stirrup-boy;  you  mav^ess 
what  ghnt  lay  behind  Mawdleyn  Touches  S 
eyes  with  what  clouded  whit,  and  opening  red  shJ 
flushed  and  paled  as  each  moment  If  a  JcSrous 
day  brought  up  its  alarms,  to  melt  them  suddenly  L 

^,  J  •  ^J^  ^"[  P^'**"^"  ^*  her  ribs;  how  grcady 
Captam  Brazenhead  behaved,  flourishing  the^arty 
forward  out  of  Hants,  how  often  his  cap  wa^  Ks 

eaTat  L  r         ""  ""'  Ambresbury,  how  oftei  h 
ear  at  h.s  tongue's  command.    I  cannot  stay  longer 

o  ^IvXr  P"°"",  '''\  ^°"  '"^"'^-    ''  ^h  Jl  suffice 
to  say  that  Percival  pleased.    The  Prioress  liked 
nandsome  persons  about  her;  Percival,  whoTner^S 
made  h.m  vivid,  looked  very  handsom  Tn  hfe  mS 
ness,  eagemess-on-the-leash,  and  high  colours     xTey 
had  not  gone  very  far  before  a  chance  outburst  of  his 
in  the  French  tongue-he  sang  from  a  full  heart  and 
quite  unconsciously-gave  his  mistress  a  hinftSat 
hXr  lore.^^  '''-'-'  '^  ^^^"^  "--W'  he 
This  happened  when  they  were  no  farther  on  their 
way  than  the  two  miles  of  deep  descent  and  genSe  rSe 
wh,ch  bnng  you  to  Headbome  Worthy  and Srac^ 

dtmb'Sd  f  ?  '''  ™'^  ""^y  ^'"  ^'  '-^  -. 

dumb,  blind   but  portentous,  in  the  sacristy  of  that 
weathered   shrine~a   maimed    Titan   guarfed    by 
heroes.    Sister  Guiscarda  had  vowed  a  cSndk  to  this 
nnage  should  she  be  delivered  from  the  face-a  he  o 
the   previous   day.    She   was   delivered.    Captahi 
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Brazenhead  judged  it  wise  to  puf  a  prayer  out  to 
,77- Jf^^dleyn.  in  this  hey-day  Kr  heli 
must  needs  praise  the  kindly  Sa,nts     But  the  PrS' 

ZTn  ;\"uctv"'  r  •^^''  -'""^  ^^^  ^^  "ve 

aepart,  took  such  joy  in  her  mere  carriage  of  the  head 
had  such  exuberant  sayour  of  the  coming  day  the 
com,ngdays,thecomingweek,  which  h3urdJ^^^^^^ 

by  the  gate  he  forgot  himself  and  began  to  sing:      ^ 

Si  cum  j'oi  la  Rose  aprochfc, 
Un  poi  la  trovai  engroissde, 
Et  vi  qu'ele  iere  plus  creue 
Que  ge  ne  I'avoie  veUe.  .  .  , 

The  Prioress  pricked  up  her  ears,  but  let  Perdval'^ 
vo.ce  go  wandering  on;  then  she  sa  d,  "Come  Wther 

Uost  thou  know  what  thou  singest  there?" 
de  ilt^Jfr  y°"'  ""3^  I'^dy;  I  sang  the  Romaunt 

"Thou  hast  that  piece?" 

"I  had  aU  of  it  by  heart  upon  a  time  my  ladv 
but  haye  lost  the  greater  part  "  ^  ^' 

ci yllX'n'!  '"  P'""'"  ^'^  *^^  P"-^«J  «>  Per- 

Maintes  gens  dient  queo  songes  . . . 
and  had  got  as  far  as: 

Ou  vintiesme  an  de  mon  age, 
When  the  pilgrims  came  out  of  church,  and  a  chance 
shot  from  Mawdleyn's  eyes  threw  him  out    He 
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helped  his  beloved  to  the  saddle,  he  shored  up  Sister 
Guiscarda  on  hers;  but  the  Prioress  did  not'buC 
When  the  confusion  of  horses  was  over,  she  asked  her 

know  flT'  '^  '!  P'"^  y°"'"  ^'*^  P^^iv^.  "I 
know  the  Romiunt  veiy  weU;  and  I  know  the  tde  of 

irTr;^  f  "'f,  Pi'^^  ^^''■■«'^"'  I J'"^^  that 
H^^  f  ^  ^'■'^  ^'^y  *«  ^'»^«'  which  they  caU 
Blanchardyn,  and  also  /5./are  /A.  Yarrfy,  and  r*^ 
ia^f  ./  ilfaW.  de  France.  There  are  songs  k  tZ 
Ladus'  Orchard  which  I  can  sing  if  you  wish  fo  "him 
th.  r  'li"  T*;  ^'^'"^  '°"g"^  ^hich  begins  Tn 
Ti^«m*r^i/""f  "  shepherdess,'  andViS 
?T^      0/  ^e/rorcA,  and  very  pleasant  sonnets 

Laura  his  mistress-any  of  these  I  can  sing,  which- 
ever the  company  desire "  ^ 

fZ^^^"^^^  *f  ^™'^'  ^'th  a  little  gasp,  "and 

thrifrf'^''','"?"!! ''"'  ^'"^^'"8  ^  little,  "some  of 
U^e  airs  were  devised  by  me  for  the  lute,  some  in  plain 
song,  and  some  in  pricksong  for  three  or  four  vVices 
an^  some,  not  yet  considered,  I  hope  to  achieri 

li.h/  ^k  Tc  """^'IJ^^'^^  ^"P*^'°'  ^''h  huge  de- 
light,   IS  this  a  prodigy  I  have  procreated  or  not?" 

It  came  natural  to  him  to  suppose  himself  the  father 
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tZti"  ""''  *"''  '""  ^''  '  -P*^^^  »  not  far 

iJ^wZT^T  °'^'^'"«  '•'^  ^I^^ker  with  grav- 
v^nn^    I       •^^'''''S  "°'^  °^  Captain  Brazenheadv. 
oT   Th/on"^^'','  him  go  on  where  SThad  ,ef 
«".     1  he  obedient  lad  once  morp  m,*  u;   u    j    , 

burning  through  the  top  o?^  head     She  C  Sm 
eloquence;  he  sang  clear  and  loud  " 

Or  veil  eel  songe  rimaief 
Por  vos  cuers  plus  fere  esgaier 
Qu-amors  le  me  prie  et  commande.  .  .  . 

at  Which  last  words,  if  the  Prioress  had  been  warv 
she  could  not  have  failed  to  see  deep  caIlS,S 

"Very  pretty,"  said  the  Captain  to  himself  "but 
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"pis  swordsman  is  right,  my  lady,"  said  Corbet 
the  Scnvener.  "Let  your  ladyship's  boy  sing  as  he 
walks  by  your  ladyship's  foot." 

"I  could  have  sworn  by  Saint  John  that  there  was 
but  one  long  nose  in  a  pretty  face  in  all  this  worid," 
the  Shipman  thought  to  himself.  "And  whom  have 
we  here?"  quoth  he.  The  Prioress  took  up  the 
Scnvener.  '^ 

"My  boy  shall  walk  by  my  foot  no  farther  than 
Alresford,"  she  said  with  decision.    "Young  man  " 
she  turned  to  Pcrcival,  "you  are  out  of  your  station 
I  can  see.    I  wiU  look  to  your  advancement  if  I  love 
music." 

"I  thank  your  ladyship,"  says  Percival;  and  Cap- 
tain Brazenhead  glossed  that  text  with  "Certainly  I 
did  my  friend  Jack  a  good  turn  when  I  won  this 
throstle-cock.    'Tis  a  little  marvel  of  science." 

Now,  the  Prioress  would  have  had  the  Romaunt  of 
the  Rose  in  its  entirety,  though  it  should  have  lasted 
her  (as  it  would)  to  her  first  view  of  the  golden  angel 
on  Bell  Harry.    But  this  was  not  to  be.    By  the  time 
Percival  had  failed  at  the  three-hundred-and-fiftieth 
line,  the  company  was  feverish  for  something  which 
they  might  possibly  understand.    I  have  spoken 
somewhat  of  the  Shipman  who  travelled  with  them 
who  came  from  Kingston-upon-HuU,  called  himself 
Richard  Smith,  and  thought  he  knew  Percival's  nose 
This  was  a  bright-eyed,  confident,  chin-in-the-air 
kind  of  fellow,  a  golden-bearded,  apple-coloured  man 
with  a  thm  wife,  very  much  (and  too  much)  at  his 
devotion,  who  studied  the  singing-boy  sideways  the 
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whole  time  of  his  singing,  watched  his  feet,  his  fine 
long  hands,  h.s  shaq)  litUe  chin,  his  small  mouth,  his 

forehead  and  talked  to  himself,  he  explored  the  sky 
the  downs,  the  birds  in  the  trees,  but  all  to  no  pui' 

Wh^n  ?'  ^°  w  ,"°'  ?"'  "  "^"""^  '°  *»■«  memories. 
When  Percival  faltered,  tried  back,  caught  at  a  line 
ahead  and  could  not  work  up  to  it,  this  mariner  broke 
m  with  a  laugh. 

".^^l^^',-'^'"'*^'  slTPinate,  give  over  your  lead  " 
quoth  he ;  'you  cannot  bottom  it.  And  I,  dear  Lord 
have  been  m  shoal  water  these  three  hours.  BiJ 
?  SJ""  /"'^  Whjtebeard,  you  know  a  mort  of 
Now,  I  would  like  to  know  of  you,  where  gat  you  all 

:f~'^'  ^"  ^°"  ^"' ''  "«^^  --t-.  --  -t 

.n^^^'S^'i!^^'^  '^"^^^^  ^^  ^™'  "By  my  head 

"vouhf"  ^^^"'"'"  ^'^  ^"P*^'"  B^^nhead. 
you  ha-e  spoilt  a  pretty  dream  I  was  in.    For  to 

hear  those  fair  words  took  me  back  to  the  sack  of 

Orleans,  where  I  lay  lapped  in  plenty,and  learned  that 

tongue  out  of  as  choice  a  mouth  as  your  wife  hath 

Ilmve  a  mind  to  set  my  nephew  another  task. 

WTmt,_P,ers,  what,  gamebird,  have  at  you  in  Tuscan 

"Nay,  sir,"  said  the  Prioress,  "let  Piers  alone.  He 
has  said  enough  for  his  turn." 

"Is  this  young  man  your  nephew,  soldier?"  asked 
the  Shipman.  Captain  Brazenhead  twisted  his 
moustachios. 
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"I  would  like  to  see  the  older  man  who  denies  it " 
he  said,  with  a  glitter  in  his  eye. 

The  Scrivener,  who  feared  bloodshed  more  than 
he  feared  Captain  Brazenhead,  intervened  with  a 
hasty  suggestion,  that  he  supposed  the  friend  of  the 
Duke  of  Milan  might  have  as  many  nephews  as  he 
chose.  "Ah,"  said  the  Shipman  darkly,  "and  nieces 
—  Ike  the  Pope— you  would  say!"  The  Captain 
half  drew  his  sword,  but  here  the  Prioress  stayed  him 
with  a  look.  A  tale  from  the  Scrivener  held  them 
as  far  as  their  lodging  at  Akesford  on  the  Hill. 
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CHAPTER  V 

HOW  PERCIVAL  WAS  BOLD  AND  IBE  CAPTAIN  BOLD 

In  the  morning  veiy  early  Percival  Perceforest 

Now,  Wnter,  go  away, 
And  hide  thy  white  array, 
Gralid  Magdaleiui — 

While  his  bedfeUow,  the  true  stirrup-groom,  gibed 
as  he  lay.  Yesterday  and  yesternight  S^^ugS 
wonders  with  the  young  man.  He  had  a  clear  colour 
his  eyes  shone,  courage  tingled  in  his  fists.  So  much 
was  this  the  state  of  his  case  that  within  a  short  half- 
hour  of  his  nsing  he  was  pommeUing  that  other 
groom,  that  other  him  again,  as  if  all  his  future  bliss 
were  staked  upon  it.  Battle  was  cried  and  delivered 
m  the  mn-3^rd,  where  Captain  Brazenhead,  his  first 
flagon  on  his  knee,  sunned  himself  and  enjoyed  the 
game.  Discretion  was  no  part  of  that  great  man's 
Kjuipment  boldness  was  all.    "Stick  in  your  right 

fhl'^T  aT  Tl^!.  ^°^'  °°^>  "°^'  '^°d  him  on 
the  ear!  Ah,  foul  blow!  Swing  round,  boy-paffj 
now  let  drive-"  Such  were  his  vociferous  cVm- 
ments  on  the  scuflSing  youths.    In  less  time  than  it 
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m«n    T'  ?'.'\'=°"eag"e  a  mouth  full  of  red  teeth 

r^l  stinrup-boy,  whose  name  was  Jenldn.Sd  'Th  s 
aoded      And  that  art  thou,  my  man."    The  truth 

"Dear  reverend  madam  "  he  <aiW  "n,,™ 

««^  I  speak  not  of  this  knave's  blood/ which  H 
veiy  disgustful  topic,  not  to  be  entered  o^  so  iriv  in 

whi.tT''^  ''"i.'^^l'-' °f  that  secret  founJo^SS 
wh  ch  we  caU  a  man's  Blood:  meaning  his  strain- 
that  essence,  that  quick  ichor,  that  imparted  iTLt 

r  r eYoftf  rfd  v^"'  ^vhic7:rd££ 

me  wavel  of  the  World  down  the  Protuberance  of 
Tme,  searchmg  for  (but  when  to  find?)  the  Sea  of 
Eternity     In  truth,  reverend  madam,  my  neohew 
.s  something  lowly  placed  in  your  servi  e^or^S 
now,  had  he  been  where  Nature,  that  wise  naiSt 
had  designed,  he  had  had  a  dagger  in  hi   «i?dk  t ' 
msmuate  under  that  other's  girdlt-ah  he  SVr 
ned  a  sword!    Then  there  h!d  been  no  rout  a^" 
tumble  of  fisticuffs,  madam:  no,  but  a  slick  S  and 
ashck-m,andadeadknavetob;ry.    Tho^ilake 
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my  meaning  plain.  This  lout  angered  my  nephew 
as  he  w^  loyally  (Q  likeness  to  ApoUoJ  SZ 
Queen  Admeta-dear  madam,  forgive  an  o Id  Latb 
.St.  mcorrigible  dog.  My  ne^hew^  sa^?  '  You  ht 
knave  '  meaning  that  -  '^t  he  dared  to  say  of  your' 
^dyship  was  far  from  the  truth-no  iLs^My 
nephew  ups  and  smacks  him  on  the  chops-  head 

t^th-  r^r'','j^"^  "'P'^^^  ^'""^^  Wm  in  the 
teeth,  up  agam!  down  again!    Sola!    My  nephew 

lineage  and  his  dear  mistress's  nobility;  at  the  cost 
of  one  eye,  observe.    I  hope  I  explain  myseS  dear 
reverend  madam."    Thus  the  CaptaL  S  £ 
t^SrSr^'^^^^'-^^'-^J^'^^  tested 
The  Prioress  looked  gravely  from  one  to  another- 

Kf T  u' ""'  i!^'  °'^^^  ''  '"^^  "PP-'  window  a„d 
her  household  at  the  gate-at  the  enVaging  candour 

of  Captam  Bjaeenhead,  whose  expknatoiylSSs 

chLsZ  h  '^'i  P"^^'  ^'  P"cival'7flushed 
wi?th.  i ^'^^^g'^hest,  at  Jenkin's preoccupation 

Capta^S  rT  t  ^^  ^^''l:  ^°^"y  ^he  lookS  at 
^ptain  Brazenhead-not  because  she  liked  him  the 
best,  for  Percival  was  handsome  and  master  of  the 

no  but  because  he  was  her  chief  justification  for  what 
she  wa^  about  to  do.  The  Captain  p.t  his  Imeage 
Ih'^v,  1!^^"""''  "Shtly  certain  privileges  whidi 
she  held  dear.    If  this  personable,  schoMy  yS 

Zl  t  ?  ^r'1'^  nephew-and  who  projiS  to 
deny  .t?-then  she  was  acting  Admetus  trApollo 
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indeed.  Piers  had  played  a  gentleman's  part  with- 
out a  gentleman's  weapons;  he  had  a  soft  voice,  and 
knew  the  Romaunt  de  la  Rose.  She  must  reward 
Piers— and  she  did. 

"Piers,"  she  said,  "go  into  the  house  and  have 
your  eye  dressed.    Sister  PetroniUa  will  see  to  it. 
You  say  that  you  have  acted  rightly:  I  am  sure  I  hope 
so.    I  wiU  talk  to  you  presently.    Asforyou,  Jenkin, 
I  shall  leave  you  to  the  care  of  Dan  Costard"— Dan 
Costard  was  the  Prioress's  chaplain,  a  fine  disciplina- 
rian—"but  I  hope  that,  before  you  see  him,  you  will 
clean  yourself.    Captain  Brazenhead,  I  am  very 
much  obliged  to  you  for  your  timely  interposition." 
The  Captain  bowed.    He  held  the  lady  in  conversa- 
tion for  some  half  an  hour,  while  Percival  was  having 
his  eye  dressed— not  by  Sister  Petronilla.    His  own 
lineage,  and  by  implication   Percival's,   lent   him 
topics.    It  was  exceedingly  distinguished.    Assur- 
banipal,  King  of  Syria,  by  his  iUicit  union  with 
Mantagyra,  daughter  of  the  Prince  of  the  Kurds,  was 
the  root  of  his  title.    Those  two  valiant  knights- 
errant,  Sir  Partenopex  of  Blois  and  Sir  Tyrant  the 
White,  figured  later  on,  about  the  time  of  King 
Uther  Pendragon   (inextinguishable  enemy  of  the 
Brazenheads);  and  Duke  Regnier  of  Genoa,  one  of 
the  twelve  Peers  of  Charlemagne,  was  a  collateral. 
Magnificent    as    this    pedigree    was,    the    Captain 
frankly  admitted  the  irregularity  of  the  tie  which 
bound  the  exalted  pair  from  whom  it  sprang;  but 
attributed  it  to  the  loose  state  of  manners  prevailing 
in  their  times,  the  darkness  all  over  the  moral  state, 
and  the  inexplicably  tardy  approach  of  the  Christian 
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dispensation.    "All  this  "  oairi  1,=  «t  i 

-  you,  Myship,  1*5^  SL^;  ^^^^  «" 

»ho  are  we.  ,„  j„<|ge  the  pracU  JofS, Ubil 
!»»*  i»  KuriUto    "he  le  he  m""  '  f'^ 

Sr^epr„-frrri,:-s= 

d.  nne  sword  t  ,..p.  j  ^^ake  bold  to  add  \dvanrp 
my  nephew,  you  do  honour  to  the  imperi;i  seld  of 

ThrS  '"h  ^'^  '''''''  ^'  erxinKntaStP' 
?resse?wTh\ht°.  "PP^'-"^/^  ^e  very  muchL- 
fafaRLTS  5  ^°"^  ''"*^''  ^ft«'  thanking  Cap- 
tarn  Bmzenhead,  returned  thoughtfully  to  the  hou£^ 

To^uchett  was  applying  to  the  eye  of  the  sS 

In  this  simple  manner  Percival  Perccforest  wa.s 

herji^Jr  ^'^P-^--  to  secretar;^°Soug" 
lie  could  lend  no  more  testimony  than  a  fine  colour 
to  his  kmsman's  account  of  his  ancestiy     This  ho" 
twV^i?'  ^^"^^^y'  ^''^^  ^  modest  so  £;^^^ 
neck.    Ah^ford  xumished  forth  a  suit  of  brown 
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velvet;  he  now  rode  the  horse  which  formerly  he  had 
aimed,  and  had  the  boy  in  his  service  with  whose 
teeth  he  had  httered  the  yard.  Thus  the  Fortunate 
Gods  seemed  to  favour  him,  or  rather  his  fistic 
ability  His  place  was  now  by  the  side  of  his  mis- 
tress, between  her  and  Mawdleyn  Touchett 

The  day  was  stiU  young  when  they  left  the  town, 
and  had  need  to  be,  for  they  were  to  reach  Waverley 
that  night,  and  hoped  to  pass  the  heat  of  noon  at 
Alton.    Again  as  they  went,  they  began  with  min- 
strelsy, which  Percival  (out  of  a  fuU  heart)  could  pour 
in  a  flood.    And  now  the  lad  was  more  daring  than 
he  had  been.    "If  it  do  not  displease  your  lady- 
ship,   he  said,  "I  shall  sing  you  a  baUad  of  my  own 
makmg,  which  is  in  honour  of  Saint  Mary  Magdalene 
—my  patroness,"  he  added  with  a  thankful,  tell-tale 
sigh.    Mawdleyn  Touchett,  knowing  that  song  of 
old,  looked  scared;  Sister  Petronilla  turned  up  her 
eyes;  and  Captain  Brazenhead  thought  it  prudent  to 
change  the  conversation. 

^u'lT.*?^  conversion  which  I  wrought  by  means  of 
that  blissful  Samt  is  very  dear  in  my  mind,"  he  be- 
gan    "The  Bashaw  Korouc,  I  remember,  met  me 

m  the  rocky  defiles  above  Ascalon "  but  the 

Prioress  said,  "Sing,  Piers,  of  Saint  Mary  Magda- 
lene,   so  Percival  thrust  up  his  chm,  and  sang: 

Now,  Winter,  go  away, 
And  hide  thy  white  array, 

Grata  Magdalenal 
Thy  pelt  is  all  too  rude 
To  drape  her  melting  mood— 

DomiruB  Laus  amcma/ 
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Come  April,  thou,  with  showers, 
Bnng  daffodils,  wind-flowers, 
Gratid  Magdalena; 

Bnng  m  the  young  lamb's  bleat. 
Soft  ram,  and  genUe  heat, 
Domina  Laus  avumal 

Let  me  go  clothed  in  wet, 
Tears  be  my  carcanet, 

CraM  Magdalena; 
Sflver  my  extern  part, 
Deep  red  about  my  heart, 

Domina  Laus  atnanal 

Lady  of  sweet  unrest. 
Should  I  not  love  her  best, 

Grata  Magdalenaf 
Unquiet  go  I,  uckist, 
Her  starv&i  rhapsodist, 

Domina  Laus  Atnanal 

"We  nppHa  m„ef  1  ™  Ambresbury. 

we  needs  must  love  as  we  are  able  <!ir"P«v    i 
replied.    "And,  for  my  cart    rhn^o'.      '"''*' 

Mawdleyn  wiu'heed  my SSJanT-^""'  ^""^ 

comfort  in  the  end."         ^^    °*^  ^'"^  ™^  8°°^ 

"Comfort  is  the  man's  part  in  crying  matte:.," 
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says  the  Shipman,  "and  comfort  I  have  in  my  pocket 
for  thee." 

"I  want  none  of  your  comfort,  I  thank  you,  Master 
Smith,"  Percival  cried:  to  which  the  Shipman  re- 
torted that  he  had  been  glad  enough  of  it  once  upon 
a  time.  With  a  tale  from  Dan  Costard,  which  has 
been  told  in  another  place,  the  day  wore  to  an  end. 
They  came  out  of  Hants  into  Surrey  by  the  sandy 
way  of  Famham,  and  rested  that  night  within  sound 
of  the  tumbling  wiers  of  Wey,  in  the  guest-chambers 
of  the  Abbot  of  Waverley.  Percival  charmed  them 
to  sleep  by  his  sweet  singing. 


li  ;: 
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CHAPTER  VI 

HOW     PERCIVAL     ROSE     WHERE     CAPTAIN     BRAZEN- 
HEAD  PELL 

Next  morning  it  might  have  seemed  that  Percival 
had  reached,  and  over-reached,  his  zenith  of  ascen- 
sion.   For  the  Prioress,  rising  too  early  for  Mass  and 
walkmg  abroad  to  meditate,  found  him  with  Mawd- 
leyn  Touchett  in  a  singular  situation.    The  girl  in 
fact,  was  seated  by  a  fish-pond  with  her  feet  bare  and 
still  wet  from  the  water,  and  Percival  on  his  hands 
and  knees  before  her,  ardently  embracing  and  kissing 
those  same  wet  feet.    "Oh,  dearest  feet!"  he  was 
saying,  and  she,  "Ah,  foolish  boy!  ah,  foolish  boy!" 
The  Prioress  coughed,  not  loudly;  the  cuckoo,  which 
happened  then  to  be  calling  over  the  meadows,  ob- 
scured the  discreet  sound.    So  Percival  pursued  his 
amorous  transports  and  Mawdleyn  suffered  the  rapt- 
ures afforded  by  such  homage  undisturbed.    "Boy 
and  girl,"  mused  the  Prioress,  "together  in  the  spring 
pastures;  flowers  all  about  them,  flowers  in  their 
faces,  flowers  making  sweet  their  breath.    ShaU  not 
flower  lean  to  flower?    What  harm  do  they  do? 
They  have  all  life  before  them;  mine  is  rounding  its 
course.    Let  life  for  me  end  on  a  mellow  note.    This 
Piers  is  a  gentle  boy— good  blood,  I  feel  assured, 
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AnH^.- 1  •'  ""^  '!^'^P°'  "  P'>  «>  '™e  for  nothing. 
And  If  my  niece  played  the  mischief  with  PercefoiS 
Piers  Thrustwood  shall  wash  away  the  stain  tS 
d^,  I  wUl  not  disturb  them;  but  I  will  question 
Captain  Brazenhead  a  little  further  " 
Questioned  the  Captain  (who  had  been  picking 

Ws''hrP'°"l^'"^'''^^'^°"''^^"'°  his  ears,  loweS 
bs  brows,  produced  indefinitely  his  mouth  to  mS 
them,  spr^  his  pahns,  then  solemnly  enfolded  S 

^°^^^  ^:  «'"''  '^''  ^«f^t  °f  ^"  inverted  ^ch  and 
implied  deference,  noble  humility,  some  philotphy. 

"Madam™"?^  ""j^T  °^  benevolent   neutriity 

Madam  •  he  said,  "may  I  not  add,  Reverend 

Fnend,  these  pretty  plays  of  my  enamoued  nephew 

if  itTa^^Ih"  ""I'^y  ^"^  ("hy  ^''«"'d  I  no" 
say  ,t.)  as  they  ought  to  end.    If  I  applaud  my 

nephew  s  sagacity,  ma)  you  not  in  turn  approve  tSs 
tribute  to  your  niece's  beauty  ?" 

"Why,"  said  the  Prioress,  "there  has  been  <;„rh 
tribute  paid  before-for  instance,  b^one  Pe^l^st 
my  blather's  page.    Sincere  enough,  I  We  no 

^i^l'  ^'"'^  '^ '°  ^  "^'^^  ^^y'^^  worS;^  Z 

rI!!-''V*  ^°1!  *^^''^'  '^^^'^^t  madam,"  returned 
Captain  Brazenhead  warmly;  "have  at  you  thTrel 
If  we  are  considering  worth,  for  example!" 

ih.  f.°"AT  '  ^  '"PP""^'  *°  ^'"g  Assurbanipal  and 
the  fan-  Mantagyra ?"  said  the  Prioress 

tJ,.  r    .  "["^"^ 'l^eir  Majesties,  I  confess,"  replied 

thU  ?^  !^-  •^''"  ^°'^^  ^^^  no  enthu  iasm  S 
this  exalted  pau:.    "I  fear,"  she  said,  "that  th^tiUe 
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and  estates  have  been  alienated  long  since     Such 
things  would  have  appealed  to  my  brotheJsh-  Simon's 
understanding  before  a  fine  descent.    As  ?o^  Si 
indeed,  the  Touchetts  do  pretty  weU  "  ^  ' 

"Touchett!    Touchett!"  said  the  Caotain  "H..r 

I  telifve  v.?  f  ■^f^'^  "P  '^"^  ^'^'^'^  ^'  P^vensey, 
1  believe.    Very  fairl  very  fair!    But  the  Kin<?  of 

Assyria  but  the  Peer  of  Charlemagne.  PartenoSS  o 

Blois,  Pahnerin,  Tvrant  the  White'"       ^""P*''  °* 

"Captain  Brazeiihead,"  said  the  Prioress  with  die- 

™  orr-:"''^'^  ^°"  ^^^'*  y-'  house  at  th'e 
expense  of  my  own,  you  compel  me  to  ask  myself 
why  the  scion  of  Partenopex  of  Blois  took  the  tSe 

Lh  "'w-  t'''"'^^  ^^  ^^'  him  nakeib  a 
ditch  on  Winchester  Meads?" 

"Thomas  on  the  Pavement!"  said  the  Caotain  f« 
himself    "What  a  still  puddle  it  is r  "kC  he 

^h^\T^  '"?  P'r"^'  '^^^'  ^°"W  not  force 
me  to  tell  you  what  that  boy  had  done,  or  how  far  he 
deserved  what  he  got."    This  was  ^rfectly iJue 
and  he  Prioress  believed  it.    "I  will  not  appfy  Sh 

is^^dtiS^'-^^'^'-^-^^^-witr;:; 

"Ah,  madam,"  said  the  Captain,  taking  her  hand 
you  and  I  know  the  world."  This  pleased  the  SI 
^,  who  did  not  immediately  perceive  how  little  it 
met  her  argument.    "Madam,"  the  Captain  wen 
on  rapidly  '  ,f  my  dear  blood  is  perhaps  foo  deJr To 
my  banren  loins;  if  ,n  default  of  lawful  i^ue^f  issue 
Ishould  say  (iflspeak  the  whole  truth);ifmindf3of 
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my  ancient  race,  if  with  a  heart  overfuU,  outvaillmt 
head  overtaxed;  if  philqgenous,  if  stirpiferous,  puffed 
with  pedigree,  prolific,  wily,  fertile  in  shifts,  if  one  and 
all  these  things  I  stand  naked  to  the  world,  do  you 
wonder,  dear  and  gentle  lady,  that  I  run  to  cloak 
myself  in  You  ?    If  by  the  hand,  a  shorn  lamb,  I  lead 
my  pretty  nephew;  if  I  bid  him  curry  your  nags 
hold  your  stirrup,  batter  soft  your  c-shion,  sing  to 
you,  tell  you  age-long  romance,  bear  your  napkin  on 
his  arm,  your  livery  on  his  King-begotten  back— if  I 
do  this,  why  do  I  do  this?    Because  I  love  the  boy 
madam,  and   because-"  the   Captain   bared   his 
head,  kneeling,  "and  because  I  love  your  ladyshipl 
Yes,  madam,"  he  went  on   bitterly,  "the  bloody 
crafty,  notched,  maimed  old  soldier  is  touched  at  last! 
You  will  not  misunderstand  me,  I  know.    I  love 
indeed;  but  as  Plato,  as  the  Seven  Sages,  as  Ptolemy 
as  Hermes  the  Threefold  Mage,  as  the  Abbot  Am- 
monius,  as  Simeon  Stylites,  as  the  Venerable  Bede 
might  love.   Spiritually,  that  is  inwardly,  in  the  skyey 
places,  under  the  shadow  of  angel's  feathers     Is  it 
madness  to  love  so?    Then  Plato  was  mad,  then 
Venerable  Bede  was  an  ass.    Is  it  wicked  to  love  so  ? 
Then  it  is  wicked  to  seek  your  shelter  for  my  nephew's 
nakedness.    Is  it  hopeless?    Then  I  am  damned. 
Are  you  angry?    Then  I  hope  I  am  damned.    Are 
you  content?    Then  I  sing  Gloria  Tibi,  and  recall 
memories  of  my  good  mother,  at  whose  knee  I  learnt 
to  say,  Atno  te  devote!" 

The  Captain,  out  of  breath,  but  filled  instead  with 
the  soft  wind  of  ecstasy,  rapturously  kissed  the  caught 
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Fercival  and  Mawdl.yn,  who  came  upon  her  while 

he,r  mouths  were  still  much  too  closeTogeth  r  had 

and  Z^'S  ^■''i  "T't  ''  ""y  ^  thufderrock 

^h'ldren.     said  the  Prioress,  "where  have  you 

"I  walked  in  the  meadows,  if  it  please  you  eood 
aunt/^  says  Mawdelyn,  "and  Piers  L  6nSr^y'^, 

"Do  you  understand  this  service  then  Piers  as 
well  as  that  of  minstrelsy  ?"  asked  his  mSreS     ' 

Percival  modestly  replied  that  he  had  done  his  best 
to  understand  it.  and  so  should  always  do  wthevt. 
w?„f ,!  wu""^'^  P'^""*  ^''  «°°d  ladyship.    TheT 

tneir  last.    The  buttercups  were  so  tall  that  tht-v 
brushy  Mawdleyn's  knees  and  dusted  her  wi  h 
gold-a  charmmg  sight,  which,  as  Captain  Brazen 
head  remarked,  made  Danae  ^f  the  giland  sTof 
Percval  an  object  of  contempt  to  alf  high  minded 

S^e  oc.   ^^''f'^'^i'^y  yo"ng  sprig,"  he  improved 
^e  occasion  by  saying,  "the  pace  is  too  hot  to  lasT 
We  cannot  stay,  you  and  I,  at  such  a  course     We 
must  break  away,  Percival,  lest  we  be  broken  " 
Percival  was  too  flushed  with  adventure  to  heed  h,m 
"My  cup  ,s  fun,  sir.  shall  I  not  drink?    For  suci  a 
mommg  as  this  I  would  contentedly  be  drubbed 
eveo^n^htbySirSimonhimself.    Oh, her feetT  Oh 
her  t-d-hanf     Oh  her  heart!"    And  so  on,  and 
AU  this  filled  his  fnend  %vith  disquiet. 
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iv?f  n "  ^^^J"^  Crooksbury  to  Guildford  and  the 
m,te  Down,  Captain  Brazenhead  drew  from  the 
J!lf  .°!  his  garnered  experience  that  remarkable 
tragic  tale  which  decorates  another  page;  but  inter- 
esting as  It,  and  subsequent  comments  upon  it.  might 
prove  great  press  of  matter  drives  mfforv^ard  to 
Reigate     Fear  of  congestion,  in  like  mamier,  com- 
pels me  to  pa^  over  the  noble  country  through  which 
cl^S  ?•  Fr^^'^  Way-Compto^  and  Littleton 
Cross.  Saint  Catherine's  Chapel  on  the  side  of  a  chalk 
down     Shalford    Meadows,    and    Shalford    Ferry 
Guildford  town,  and  the  long  grass  road  which  draw^ 
you  up  to  Saint  Martyr's  Church  and  the  woodS 
ndge.    You  shaU  picture  our  company  riding  there 
among  the  boughs,  and  guess  what  opportuniS 
for  pilfer-stolen  looks,  stolen  touches,  half-heard 
sighs  whispers  vows:  "Dearest  feet!  dearest  feet!" 
and   "Ah,   foolish  boy!»-there  may  have  been- 
what  earnest  talk  also  held  the  Captain  to  the  side  of 
his  Prioress,  and  how  Master  Smith's  wife  lived 
silently  upon  the  sight  of  her  bluff  husband's  eyes 
rhose  gaUiard  eyes  were  much  intrigued  by  Percival's 
long  nose,  out  of  whose  shape  the  baffled  Shipman 
read  myste^,  a  long-lost  sweetheart  masquerading 
as  a  lad.  Captain  Brazenhead  for  a  terrific  rival 
hmiself  for  a  flouted  man.    There  is  meat  for  a  tale 
nere     But  I  am  drawn  instead  to  Reigate,  a  red  town 
on  a  hill,  where  you  might  have  found  a  noble  Priory 
of  Austm  Canons,  with  great  welcome  for  their  Sis- 
ter of  Ambresbury;  a  large  inn  called  The  Chris- 
topher, and  a  little  beerhouse  named  The  Holy  Fish 
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Thither  under  the  shades  of  evening,  Captain 
Brazenhead  drew  young  Percival  Perceforest,  his 
nephew  by  adoption,  sadly  against  inclination  and 

P  Jlfr  ?f''^l  ^^^  °^  *^^  bough,"  said  this  warrior, 
expostuknt  thou  hast  had  thy  fiU  of  toying  with  th^ 
dear.  Work  of  men  is  now  on  hand,  baltle-work, 
hack-and-hew,  blood  and  bones,  a  tragic  dish.  Am 
to  remind  you  that  you  are  beholden  to  me  ?  Never 
m  this  life,  I  hope." 

"I  shall  never  forget  my  dv  •  to  you,  sir,"  said 
Percival  warmly,  already  ashumed  of  his  back- 
siiaing. 

"Why,  that  is  as  well,"  returned  the  Captain  "for 
I  assure  you  there  will  be  every  temptation.    But  in 
my  opmion,  you  hold  the  iron  and  should  strike  be- 
fore it  cools.   The  Prioress,  let  me  advise  you,  has  dis- 
covered (how,  I  know  not)  my  innocent  little  device 
at  Wmchester;  and  although  I  was  able  by  my  arts 
togive  her  a  check,  she  is  a  singling  hound,  of  whom 
God  alone  can  predict  (if  He  wiU)  how  soon  she  will 
be  nose-m-air  again.    Therefore,  Percival,  I  say, 
Tmie  IS.    Cut  the  way  of  Holy  Thomas,  tuck  your 
sweetheart  under  your  arm,  take  the  road,  ride  with 
m^and  ho!  for  war  and  dead  men's  shoe-leather 
How  does  this  strike  you?" 
It  seemed  a  delightful  plan  to  the  speaker,  whose 

S?  ^^  ^"^^"^^  ^^^"^  P^^C'^al  drew  back. 
What,  bawcock,  art  thou  faint?"  he  cried,  gener- 
ously putting  the  best  excuse  foremost.    But  Percival 
was  not  faint.    He  was,  on  the  contrary,  very  red- 
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truth  to  hisSefee";  ^'  "'"'''  "^°"  ^'^^  ^^'^eful 

''0?ll:^:£'r^4^--y  a  false  start, 
mistress  much  longer."  "°'  ^^''^'^^  ""V 

smoK  ^ou't^k?""'""'  ""'^'  ^°-  ^'^^  --ell 
scWl!!'.':  ^^'"^^^  ^-^d  him;  "but  my  con- 

tai^'^St^^r^Krri"^-'* 

make!"  ^ve  our  fortunes  to 

tarn  gaped  at  him.  =^ys  ^ercival.    TheCap- 

I  to'ld  so  manHalLhS  it  'r!!    )^^  ^^^^ 
lieved  them,  hey?"  '    ^  ""^^  ^^^^  ^he  be- 

Pe^civ^rhumliJ  "L^';^^«^  ''^r-  ^^ '"  ->- 
"Tush!    I  must"be  in.^.  1?  '^'"'^^  ^'^  "o^^- 

you  think  it  wa^^^nf^he  mf'?'  "'*^-    "^« 
"«;iV  T  n,-  I       /        tne  White  she  stuck  at?" 
Su-,  I  thmk  rather  it  was  Mantagyra  the  Kurdish 
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fSr"^-.^::'  Partenopex  of  Blois  seemed  to  me 
rather  a  hard  morsel." 

"Blois  is  good  enough,"  said  the  Captain;  "it  must 

truth  I  had  hoped  that  Blois  would  edge  me  in  the 
other,  a  great  favourite  of  mine-especially  wTth  a 

^ose  Andmw  I  remember  that  she  seemed  to  know 
Tlf  w"5  tT'  ««le  contrivance  at  W^s^ 
weu,  well,  I  am  vexed  about  this.  But  evervthine- 
conspires  to  further  my  counsel  to  you,  pSivaf 

bir,    said  Percival  doggedly,  "I  will  run  whither- 
^jer  you  b.d  me  run;  but  I  shall  leave  MawSle;^ 

"Then  you  tire  of  her?"  asked  the  Captain  "I 
am  not  surprised.  The  girl  is  too  ripe  fo^r  he  age 
Thm^ones  paU  not  so  soon."    PerciSs  little  eyes 

"Captain  "  he  says  hotly,  "I  love  my  Mawdleyn 
to:5c^Sr»°^^--'^'-^"^^-"'°-temptS 

c;;s^^?ists:-?sss^c:? 

ver^tion  by  asking  abrupti;.  What  is  the  d"; 

"Why,"  says  the  Captain,  "it  is  this.    We  are 
ahout  to  Visit  an  exalted  friend  of  mine,  here  in  th  s 

ing  with  me.    He  is  a  gentleman  (at  present)  of 
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"King  Edward  the— oh,  sir!"  «■  -  P»,^-    i  • 
tremble,  "why,  this  is  trea;,S'       '    ^''"'^'  "^  ^ 

Ganymede"       '   '''°'^-^°'^'  ^^^opping-work,  my 

nci!''^  "i''^  ''^^  y°"  ^°"ld  have  me  do?"  Pe»-,Val 
asks;  and  the  Captab,  taking  his  arm  Lys-""t  •'! 

became  very  frank  ^^- «-ade?    The  Captain 

and  lineage  are  noTter  SS     uf    "'"'"  °^  '''^h 

in  blood   hat    aL  ^  ^^  "^"'^  «"'■  names 

uiwu,  nai    And  here  are  our  <stilp=   koi»    tt 

patted  his  hip.    "Now  Tack  M^^L.>\-      ^^ 
"corresponds  v . ,   Z  5-1^?^"'^  T"'  °"' 

names  he  mdicated  in  whispers-3?^1^^,  ^J^ 
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done  his  best  to  cope  therewithal  by  help  of  an  oIH 

a  devTo  a    1^°^^"*  Jack's  correspondence  is  in 

the  French  the  Burgundian,  the  talia  J  on  the  "d 
of  your  red  tongue,  you  I  had  designed  to  bl  Jack 
Mortimer's  secretary,  from  the  moment  whef IW 
^w  you  shm  and  tearful  like  Niobus  thToreat  in 
Wmton  Mmster.  You  say  that  you  havered 
the  Prioress:  me  you  could  no[  deceive  I  iw 
tonnes  playmg  about  your  ingenuous  front;  eve^ 

Sin'  Nt%'"V""  '^^  ''"*  confimled  Jy 
opinion.  Now,  I  need  not  tell  a  youth  of  your  parts 
that  I  open  out  a  golden  road  for  you  to  travel  Ck 
wiUgofar     HeisrtadyataUpoints.    Hilmenhn" 

He  will  give  thee  a  manor  and  a  title,  for  thou  shal 
be  h;s  nght  hand.    Sir  Percival  Perc;forest,  kn  gh  ! 
Percval,    Baron    Perceforest;    my    lord    Viscount 
prcehresf  our  trusty  and  ^ell-bLed  CousTZ 
CouncU^  Percn,al    by   the   Grace   of  Jack,  Si 
dir?:.^''"  '^  ^'''^  ^'^  y°"  ^°-e  from,  my 
I'From  Gloucester,  sir,"  says  Percival. 
I  perceive  that  you  speak  the  truth,  for  you  call 
•t  r-lorster.    Then  you  shall  be  Earl  o   Gloucester 
when  my  good  lord  R-d  is  P-e  of  W-s."     ?£ 
comfortably,  as  the  Captain  mused  aloud  and  poJr 

ST'^'i^'*"''^  "°*'^'"g  t«  ^y.  they  reached^ 
shuttered  green  door  which  amiounced  by  a  sign  on 
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a  string  that  it  was  that  of  The  Holy  Fish.    There 

hung  the  fish,  with  a  hole  in  the  shoulder  where  St 

Peter's  thumb  had  held  it. 

..iv7  T^'  <^i^^se  myself,  boy,"  says  the  Captain. 
Mums  the  word  now;  moonlight  work  begins. 

You  carry  mnocence  all  over  your  face,  but  I  have 
a  plaguily  fly-by-night  appearance  and  must  by  all 
means  conceal  it." 

His  method  of  disguise  was  admirably  simple,  for 
he  merely  threw  his  riding-cloak  over  his  head. 

Thus  he  could  neither  see  nor  be  seen,  neither  de- 
ceive nor  be  deceived.  This  done,  he  made  Percival 
take  his  hand,  saying,  "Lead  on,  noble  colleague." 
Percival  foUowed  his  nose  into  the  doorway  of  The 
Holy  Fish. 

A  black-haired,  stout,  blotch-faced  man  sat  in 
dirty  shirt  and  breeches  at  a  tressel-board,  eating 
bacon  from  a  skewer.  A  jack  of  beer  was  at  his  el- 
bow, onions  reposed  in  a  basin  of  vinegar  beside  him- 
aU  about  his  feet  lay  letters,  parchments,  sealed  writs' 
in  a  heap. 

His  companions  were  a  miller  in  his  cups  and  a 
Carmelite.  Percival  stood  modestly  in  the  open 
doorway,  still  holding  by  the  hand  the  muffled,  the 
motionless  Captain  Brazenhead.  The  eater  of  bacon 
frowned  upon  the  pair. 

"What  do  you  want,  knave?"  then  said  Master 
Cade,  for  this  was  he,  "and  who  is  your  mawmet  in  a 
shroud?"  Captain  Brazenhead  threw  off  his  dis- 
guise with  a  flourish.  "  God  help  this  realm.  Jack  if 
I  deceive  even  thee!"  he  said  with  fervour.    Master 
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^^Llf'""?"*  ^''  ^*^°":  ^^^  Carmelite  had  never 
stopped  eating  onions;  the  miller  went  to  sleep 

frienH'"^      ""  *\' «^'  revolutionary  asked  of  his 

'H^WK    "^'"^   ^''  *^"^^^*   nephew-by-adoptior 

He  hath  a  long  nose,"  said  Master  Cade,  "too  W 

for  my  taste.    We  are  sworn  foes  of  long  n^  if 

W,^as^thou  knowest.    What  are  we  tl  do^ith 

thr?Lr?  ^f°  under  Sagittarius  the  Archer,"  says 

Ws  n?s?  Tt'e  """^  ''  '^''''''''  '"^"^y-  Start  'not  at 
nis  nose  I  tell  you  he  is  a  penman.  I  have  trained 
him  for  thy  secretary.  Jack  f " 

tL^'  f  ^^\  Sag'ttarius  your  father,  you  of 

thebody  of  your  mother?"  .  j'""  "i 

BmlnC  y^"^.  ^''"^''  "I  f^<=y  that  Captain 
Brazenhead    spoke   tropically,    by   a   figure      My 

GWst'S"^  ''  J^""  P-eforest/he  is  a'Sothier"^? 

«7^^u'*^''^r^^°,"'''^'"'^''"^M  Master  Cade. 

tropKhe'r.^,'^""^L^  ^''^  ^^  ^y^'  and  in  the 
tropics,  the  Captam  admitted.  "Leave  his  father 
and  his  nose  alone,  Jack." 

"Stop   that   cackle,"   cried   Master   Cade    who 
^med  excited,  "and  let  me  get  on  wiif?h;  tey 

t'^:;'      ^'  I  ^^''^  ^^^  '™*'^  °^  thy  father  at  last.    Is 
that  nose  of  thine  his  or  thy  mother's?" 
''My  mother,  sir,  had  a  longish  nose  " 
Losh!"  said  Master  Cade.    "Now,  who  was 
your  mother?"  '  ^'^ 
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"My  mother  is  dead,  sir." 
"I  asked  you  not  what  she  is!"    Master  Cade  was 

I  asked  you  who  she  was." 

JZ'TH  ^"'^'^'  ,?^'  ^  ^^^  ^^'M  descended, 
sir,  as  I  have  been  told.  Her  name  before  wedlock 
was  Jane  Fiennes."  wcoiock 

Master  Cade  grew  livid.    "Lord  of  Might  I    And 
with  a  nose  hke  thatl"    He  paused  to  breaSTe 
W:::X^^-  "^'  -^^^  came  yoiTne 

"She  came  from  Kent,  sir,"  says  Percival.  Cade 
threw  up  his  hands  and  brought  them  down  wfth  a 
msh  on  the  table.  The  miller  ™Ued  on  toThe^^r! 
and  the  Carmehte  sUpped  out  of  the  room. 

F.Vn„i         °?*  ^V°.°'^  ^°°S  ^  Ji"°dredl    Jane 
Fiennes's  son,  Jane  Fiennes's  son!"    Master  Cade 
was  much  perturbed.    "Do  you  know  wh7^u^ 
young  gentleman?"    Thus  he  accosted  CiS' 

Honest!"  cned  Master  Cade,  "hon^t!  you  are 
bjerthanthat,Ihope.  King Melchiorl I'U telC 
what  you  are.  You  are  nephew  of  Lord  Say,  th^- 
wha  you  are!  Nephew  and  apparent  heir,  tha 's 
what  you  are!  And  you  hojTyouiself  honSt 
Why,  sir,  you  may  be  a  peer  of  this  Lbn.  No  nS 
for  honesty  then,  I  hope.    Honest,  quoth  he!"    S 

D&r   '.  'y°!,^b™P«y.  ^-l  tunied  to  the  com! 
placent  Captam  Brazenhead.    "Didst  thou  lay  this 
trap  for  me,  old  gallows?"  asked  his  chief.    ^ 
1 11  not  deny  it,  Jack,"  said  the  Captain. 
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"Tf  „-n  ''*' 

oaks,  we'U  s^uTSfllS  ?  "*•  ,'"'^' '''""  ^^  Seven- 
fly?..  on  our  Side.    Do  you  smeU?    Are  you 

t^It  ^?'*"  '"^"'  *"d  was  very  fly  "T^f  „„ 
talk  to  my  honoured  vounp  frinn^  ..  u  • .  ^'  ™^ 
Percival  apart.         ^    ^  ^°*^'   ''•'  ^'^'  «°d  drew 

"Now,  Percival,"  he  beean   "if  ,„,^ 
are  in  a  fair  way    Yon™^        ^^^^^  ''^^t  yo" 
ter,  and  none^e  wS  in  If  K^'t  ^^u'*^  ^^'^  «'«" 
cut-throat,  iU-b^S/dof  Yo?^'^.'  ■''  ^"  °'' 
wicked  man  your  uncle     Now  f  ?        ''^""  '°  *^« 
honourable  ine,  fi°Sg  to  ^ij  ^r^r^J'  ''"^  ^ 
Pectation,  and  parts     Yon  fhTii    .    !'  .''^^^'  ^^- 
noble  MortimerCd  "nie     w?!j.  '^,^ J°  ^'*  '^^ 
Sevenoaks,  slay  your  unclff .^"^  *"  ^'°*'  ""^^^^ 
into  title  ^d  ^tie^^  IS/"".  "^ 
she  still  content  vou^  ^n^LI^    *"^  Touchett  (if 
generous  noSL^^l^Jou^"^";  ^*"  T"  °^ 
protest,"  cried  the  delkh?^  ^nf "    "^^  '''^''    ^ 
young  friend  wa^ty,  ^fl^S^Thar'''"'"^  ""^ 
manlike  a  little  cabine  of  viCn^T^l      ^  '"''^- 
Passedl    What  is  more  it7X  ]      f  ^''^' ™'°- 
you."  '      ^"^  "^  of  real  service  to 

histcSt'Stat  r"  "^l ''  *^^  '"-''-  of 
tears  of  shame  blJ^^:;  '^^.^^1!; 
know  not  what  you  will  thinHf  T'  ^"^'  ^ 
unworthy  of  your  contZlr  fo  ""^-ungrateful, 

earthly  Lppfa^s    Eu?  .      T*^;  ^  "'^^  ^^^  ^^  W 
y  nappmess,  but  do  not  ask  me  to  kill  my 
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mother's  brother.  I  wiU  die  for  you,  or  at  your 
hands,  .f  you  choose;  but  T  cannot  dabble  in  myC 
W'-ltj  T  Tu'  ^Pf*'"  B««="head,  where  I 
bElrfi  i,^""?'  u'  d'd-"»nd  let  Percival  die 
b^mg  he  hand  that  fells  him."  The  Captain 
profoun^y  touched,  raised  him  up  and  kissed  Wm! 

Your  Mntiments,  my  Percival,  do  you  honour" 
he  said,  "though  I  deplore  their  effect  u^n  mrp^ns 
I  must  consider  what  will  be  best  to  do  now,  fSr  Plj 
be  hanged  if  I  know  offhand."  w,ioriji 

Master  Cade  had  a  way  of  his  own.  "  If  the  youne 
gentleman  can't  help  us,  Sol,"  says  he,  "we  had  bet- 
It  oS°T'Sr-    '^^^"^Wputawingerintohim 

•     .f'i^^"'''''-    ^  """St  never  leave  Reigate 
alive^  The  Captain  shook  his  head.    "No^Jo 

t7wS^^"<^'  ''  "P""^'  "*'"'  ^  ^  short-sighS  r; 
2.7JJ"^  You  'nay  trust  Mr.  Perceforest,  I  am  sure.'' 

Ster'^hi"^   J  T"'  "^  ^"*^"^'y  ^^d  Say  will  be 
better  than  two  dead  ones,  you  fool;  fct  the  boy  go." 

TJmmg  to  Percval,  he  kissed  him  again,  skying. 

Remember  your  old  Brazenhead  in  aft«  yLif- 

for  now  I  must  bid  you  farewell.    If  I  have  ^rved 

you.  I  am  glad     I  love  you,  my  boy,  and  shall  pray 

for  you  every  day.    Note  this  also.    You  shall  do 

speed.    Kent  will  be  on  fire  within  a  week.    At 

"Farewell,  dear  Sir,"  said  Percival  brokenly. 
Th^  parted  affectionately,  like  father  and  son;  Per- 
cival went  out  with  tears  in  his  eyes 


CHAPTER  vn 

mCmiT  IN   SCVtLAM,    CUPIKNS   VITAIU   CHAKVBDIM 

The  Captain  gone,  not  without  comment  and  h;« 
cu^-on  m  ^hich  Percival's  explanatrp^yed  a 
poor  part,  our  young  man  found  himself  involved  in  a 

S     "S£L   ?™V'  "*'  ''^'■P'^"  '^'^  Ws  long 
nose.      Gloucester  knew  that  nose  of  thine  "  he 

nS  t';:^'  ^  '.^°  '^"'^  '*"^^'^-    But  her  i  wJS 

JScS^HH^^n"'  "T"' '"■"8  '*«  Thrustw^d  " 
rtrcival  did  not  deny  that  he  had  been  bom  in 
Gfoucester.  "l  would  like  to  see  thee  S  ir^saS 
Ae  Shipman  "I  would  swear  to  thy  longVo^e  ^nd 
button  mouth  before  the  Lord  Mayor  of  Sdo„ 
A^d  how  comest  thou,"  he  asked  reproachfully 
how  comest  thou  tramping  after  a  ,,  icked  uid  to  s- 

K'    ^    '/    ^''  "P*'"  ''''^  unwholesome  deal- 

whLJ^n^rir"'  "'^  ""^'  ^  ^'^^  ^^  "night; 
™^?  the  Shipman  turned  his  gall  to  tenderness 

SD?i?l  1       i  ""''  T'''  P'^^Scs  we  exchanged,  we 

^  ,11        ZV^^^  ^  ''^^^  "^^er  seen  you  before  sir 
m  aU  my  hfe!"  cried  Percival  hotly,  "nor  youT^^' 
mistress  either! "    "  Jealousv  "  audth  tZ  ci!-  ^ 
"iealniiev  Jc  fk        ^iT       ,  .7'    *l"°'h  '"^  Shipman, 
jealousy  is  the  mother  of  lies.    What  is  my  wife  to 
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thee  or  to  me,  who  cry  back  old  dead  days?"    But 
here.  happ.Iy,  that  same  lady  came  out  to  show  what 

mel      Thus  she  wooed  hun,  and  left  Percival  to  his 

on  the  road  before  it  was  taken  by  the  giSTcaptam 

Cade  and  to  ponder  how  he  could'save  Ws  mSS 

skin  his  owii  skin,  and  the  skin  of  his  exalted  uncle. 

ay  ten  of  the  clock-«)  successful    vas  he-the 

Tt  SflV  ""^  ^  u  '  '^^'^  °^  ^^'^"t-    They  baited 
at  Otfoid  under  the  shadow  of  the  Archbishop's 
hous^,  whence,  if  Percival  could  have  known  it,  he 
might  have  seen  the  threatened  turrets  of  Knole  high 
on  the  wooded  hill  of  Sevenoaks.    From  that  pkce 
a  very  agreeable  tale  from  the  Prioress  took  fhem 
peacefu  ly  to  Wrotham,  where  they  stayed  ou   th" 
hea  of  the  day.    If  Mawdleyn  had  to  complain  that 
her  lover  wa.  cold,  she  did  him  an  injustice^  He  w« 
consumedwithfearonheraccount.   ThecountrywS 
ommously  quiet,  with  no  pilgrim-booths  in  Wrotham 
OW11,  no  folk  in  the  inns,  few  houses  that  had  n™ 
butters  over  the  windows.    They  had  halted  a?  a 
mithy  a  few  miles  out  of  the  town:  "You  must  limp 

SL  T  H  'Lf-  "°'„*  '"'^P  °^  •■"'"  short  of  Maid- 
stone I  do  believe."  "What  have  you  done  with 
your  lion,  master?"  asks  Percival.    "Ah,"  says  The 

:r:j:r  ^'^"^^•"  -^^-wer/buT^i 

After  dinner,  going  by  the  weU-wom  lane  that  lies 
snug  under  the  bosom  of  the  hill,  they  reachedTlitS 
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teha^^'jrit'-^:'  ""'^  '^-  -^  ^^^ 

pound.    Here  also  was  «„  =^  ^  '     ^*^''^'  a"'' 
ants,  a  priest  >^r^i:S'C6'ZcSZ''S'  '' ''^■■■ 
way,  with  ribald  songs  aSuf  Tt  m  ^  ^^^  °Pr*   ''' 
our  King.    Now  TacfM.^    ^^^  ^*P^  a°d  Vr„T.. 
to  give  fhe  DuKfsuST?^"'^  ""-^ ' '"  - 
falchions,  glaivrandotS'    "'^  ""  ''^^■■^'  l>'l' ■• 
much  confusion  herB- the  rnpntf        ^'^  ^^^''^  ^-• 
at  once  became  none  bvTt^   •""^'  °^  ""^  ^'"'^^'^ 
and  falling  upon 7eir  t^^^Sflf'^  ''^"  P*'"'^ 
roared  "Down  with  th^fT'  •  ™«-a-do2en  rascals 

others  snatche^ufthe  ilX''"J"  ''*^-^°-" 
tard  showed  his  Lt^tlr^^'^L  ?^"  C°«- 
P'lgrims,  you  rogues."  cried  T  ^J?'  ^'^°'™'«'s 
jeopardy  of  Saint  Thoma?'Un5p  ^T^  "'  *» 
extremely  their  referen"  ti.  tS^P  """"''  ''^"''"8 
in  this  world,  drew  Ss  da^el     ^'"^'  ""'<^'""°'' 

-''^;pn:;,'S^^^^^^  X-^^^l  the 

pretty  hands  with  a  man's  took  m;  f  ■     I  T  "^^ 

-'•d  coaxingly.    "^^t  tf  £  it'sh^t'' ^*^ 
disguise  thee?"  ^  a>sguise  should  un- 

.  "^?'d  me,  by  heaven,  you  red  fooH"  ^.    n 
cival  in  a  fury.     "What  hl,^  cnes  Per- 

n,eP„  ^-       ^»"iat  have  you   to   do  with 

"Love,  my  hidden  treasure!"  said  Master  SmVi, 

^»^»yso.d.  ..u,..ww nitons 
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Get  you  gone,  look  after  your  wife,  master,  and 
don  t  talk  your  balderdash  to  me,"  he  said  with  his 
teeth  together.  The  Shipman  replied  that  tempest 
suited  a  pretty  lass  better  than  a  flat  cabn;  so  women 
were  not  like  the  sea.  Percival  stared  open-mouthed 
at  him.  "What  is  your  meaning?"  he  said  aghast 
Master  Smith  might  have  told  him,  had  he  not  been 
recalled  to  his  wife's  side  by  her  shrill  complaining. 
Once  more,  therefore,  that  thin  woman  set  Percival 
free.  He  turned  to  the  fray ;  but  this  had  been  com- 
posed by  a  colloquy  between  Dan  Costard  and  the 
piiest,  the  leader  of  the  rabble. 

The  peasants,  it  seemed,  were  marching  to  Seven- 
oaks,  to  meet  (it  was  obvious  to  Percival)  Captain 
Brazenhead  and  Captain  Cade.    The  youth  could  not 
see  without  emotion  so  many  scythes  turned  to  the 
dismemberment  of  his  uncle,  my  Lord  Say.    He  felt 
the  caU  of  blood  as  weU  as  the  admonitions  of  piety 
"Strange!"  he  thought.    "Yesterday  I  did  not  know 
that  his  lordship  was  my  uncle,  and  to-day  I  must 
risk  my  life  to  save  his.    But  it  is  so!"    He  there- 
fore accosted  the  rebel  priest  in  the  gentlest  manner 
he  could,  mqu-ring  whether  he  was  leading  his  forces 
against  any  person  of  consequence.    "There  is  a 
worthy  man  dwelling  by  Sevenoaks,"  he  added,  "my 
uncle,  ^^hose  estate,  though  it  should  faU  to  me  by 
the  fact,  I  would  not  willingly  have  disturbed."    The 
priest,  having  looked  him  up  and  down,  said,  "Bless 
your  innocence,  young  man,  we  shall  never  hurt  any 
uncle  of  yours."    Percival  could  afford  to  say  "I 
wish  I  could  believe  it."    "But,"  he  went  on,  "I  fear 
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yoL^Si" "  ""^^  '  '""^  °^  ^-ter  Mortimer. 

Sai.'^S;  !J?f  f -;r  ^u  know  something." 
chin.  ^es,  ido.      The  priest  rubbed  his 

-I^iufg^e^Spr-'-^^ef  against, our 
;;i  do  verily  think  so,"  says  Percival. 

-"tied  tt  Sn^ve'r^H"  *°  T  ^"^  ^'^ 
was  ndther  deaf  n^ZklT^^^^ZS  IT/ 

illut^r'-^-^'-eSy^S^tl^; 
The  <uinV  k;„      .^=7*="  ""oer  the  name  of  B— d" 

"Capiat  ^i.m""r^  ''^^  ^-^  °^  ^-)> 

W"  the  pri.t  "idtisEd"'^"'^'''^  -'^ 
wh:chpushupwardson4ttfeyonTsto;^ 
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Is  It  a  loud  talker,  speaking  of  things  which  he  knows 
little  about,  and  the  loudlier  speaking  the  less  he 
xTaIJ^  ^^  ^  kidnapper  and  a  horse-stealer? 
And  doth  he  aflfect  the  use  of  tongues?" 

"In  many  things  you  have  rightly  drawn  the  man, 
but  m  the  accusation  of  various  crimes  I  hope  you 
are  wrong  towards  him,"  Percival  replied  with  guilty 
knowledge  ;  anting  his  ingenuous  fac^.    "At  least  I 
suppose  hini  to  be  the  hairiest  man  in  this  realm. 
Tell  hmi  from  Piers,  that  if  he  loves  yet  the  youth  he 
loved  once,  he  wiU  do  nothing  to  hasten  the  inherit- 
ance nor  his  own  reward."    The  priest  winked  one 
eye  as  he  said, 
"Your  message  is  dark.    But  shall  I  not  essay  it  ?" 
'Hush,  oh  hush!"  Percival  whispered,  finger  on 
lip;  "you  will  undo  me." 

nT^^T^  "?^  ^°^^'"  ^1"°*  ^^^  P"est,  "all  shall  be 
weU.  He  left  Percival  in  a  cold  sweat;  and  having 
made  him  a  profound  reverence,  drew  off  his  people 
who  went  with  songs  and  cheenng  for  Jack  Mend-all' 
Percival  resumed  his  escort  with  a  heavy  heart,  and 
m  due  time  had  all  safe  under  the  shadow  of  the 
famous  Rood  of  Boxley.  He  could  not  fail  to  observe 
the  added  respect  with  which  the  Scrivener  treated 
him,  and  was  minded  to  turn  that  honest  man's  skiU 
to  his  own  advantage  before  it  might  be  too  late 

For  although  he  knelt  before  the  sacred  and  won- 
der-working Image  by  the  side  of  his  tender  Mawd- 
leyn,  yet  the  Image  cast  its  spells  in  vain.  He  drew 
no  comfortable  assurance  out  of  the  rolling  eyes  and 
waggmg  head  which  made  the  ^oilgar  admire-  but 
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he  to  be  houndeS  lutcthl  ^-  ^^'''T''  ^^^ 
Simon  had  hounld  him  out  .^JurV".''^  ^^'^ 
whipped  him  for  pilferSgTLSnot  her  R^  ^"^ 
do  as  much  for  fihhm,T>    r.     •    ,,     ^'  Reverence 

nature  that  ctgs'Kter  S*? • '  "\'  '^'  ^'^"^'^ 
the  end  was  not  to  ^f^  f  1"^^''  ''^  ^"^^  ^hat 
such  Mert  he   a^H '''  ?'  ^^^^'^  ^^^  J"^' 

ueen  misconceived  bv  Smith  th^  A/r„  •       '  "«=ison, 
a  black  eye  and  deceived  a  noble  ladv  wJ 
cned,     how  I  have  dece  ved  mankind  t    cv  c- 
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am  heir  to  a  lord;  Captain  Brazenhead  thinks  I  am 
a  rebe  ,  and  Captain  Cade  thinks  I  am  not  the  ftio^ 
ess  thmks  me  Piers  Thrustwood;  Maw£^u3t 
think  me  a  har-which  I  am;  and  Master  Smith  £ 
.eves  me  a  Glo'ster  girl,  discreditably  attached  to 
(and  Wken  by)  Captain  Brazenhead  Se  h 
my  world,  the  Scrivener  knows  me  for  Percival  p"  rce 
forest,  the  he.r  of  Lord  Say;  and  I  am  bound  toSt 

him  worth  the  while.  Is  there  nobody,  then  to 
whom  I  have  not  fibbed  or  wished  to  hSe  fibL? 
Yes:  I  had  forgotten  Dan  Costard.  That  good  man 
IS  under  no  misconception  as  to  my  reaTpST 
cause  he  has  never  troubled  his  head  abouT^'  To' 
him  I  will  impart  my  secret.    If  I  am  to  recede  the 

He  shall  shrive  me."  He  concluded  tearfullTS 
prayer,  and  so  remained  until  the  Prioress  ro^Lm 
her  knees  and  took  Mawdleyn  to  bed.  Tull  S 
je«.lutions  for  the  morrow,  P^cival  also  went  tt 

But  Captain  Smith  drew  the  Scrivener  apart  by  the 
parlour  fire  and  said,  "Tell  me  the  name  of  th2 
young  spitfire  of  the  Prioress's  " 

leZn  I^T^h'"  "^^-  '^'  ^"•"""^''  "°»  Ws  own  con- 
fession, mmd  you,  is  Perceforest." 

The  Shipman  clapped  a  hand  to  his  thigh  with  a 
noise  hke  a  carter's  whip.  ^ 

"Perceforest!"  he  thundered.  "Perceforest  of 
Gloucester!  I  remember  the  lass  to  a  S-lonf 
nosed,  thin,  snuggling  girl^poke  softly  and  Spt" 
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less  fanciful.    Why    man  pHvI  \  J  ^  ^""8 

against  the  dooS  TSa?  W  h  T  .'"  '^""^ 
gather,  and  all  th^eveninK  tJih  S.  ^  •  ''°"  '"^ 
protestations  and  tales  oK^S^Z^V^tZ 
fingering  game  all  the  while'  Sakes  of  n?  ^/t  ' 
-mber  that  long-nosed  wench  'r  not    ^An/h:; 

-foTstfrs-ni-rs^^^^^ 

S:!:^^^^    ^'^'<^^^esa;L^ram^e4:?d 

go^d^tnl""SS:Se-  ^f"'^  about,  my 

Corbet,  de;:ended  f«Sm  AtrV''"^  '^ 
Dowager  of  Salisbury.'^  '^6.u^^'r^  TT 
Scrivener  by  the  kne7  ^         "^'^"'^  ''^^ 

Pel^eSresXXi^'e/S^^  ?.  t^i.  "J^'^"^ 
our  Faith,  I'll  reSwtL  Ah  ^  '^'  ?T"  °^ 
he  pondered,  "boj'^7:M'^l:^l^'^^  ^o^'l 
such  a  good  girl  as  that  ?    A„i     u    i-  ,^.   "°'^  °f 

You   shall   do   what   you   nleasf. "   r»r^i-  j   .t. 
Scri^ner,  tired  of  all  this,  ^.  but  fsS  go'L'S  ^ 
Put  me  on  to  a  dexterous  way,"  Ld  Sptain 
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Smith  earnestly;  "give  me  my  sailing  orders,  and  I 
steer  dead  into  the  heart  of  Jane  " 

a,?t«l'  ^.  r"  '^\^^'  ^'"  «l«»y  yo"  point-blank, 
Jrln^  ' '    ""*'  "'^  Scrivener's  judgment. 

Smith    "Sn  f*^^  u^  '^"^.  ^  P^'^""'"  ^'*1  Captain 
Smith.    "I'U  tell  her  a  tale  to-morrow  will  open  her 

"You  had  much  better  leave  that  to  me,"  said  the 
Scnvener.  "I  know  more  tales  of  wonder  and  ro- 
mance than  you  know  creeks  and  bays  of  England." 
T  V  fu  •'^P,  y^"'  t^'es  of  wonder  and  romance  as 
\^^  ^  Z^u^  ^^^  ^^'  °^  England,"  said  Captain 
Smith;  'and  that  IS  until  I  want 'em  to  run  to.  This 
IS  my  venture."  •     -luib 

"It  should  also  be  your  wife's  venture,  if  she  is  the 
fond  woman  I  think  her,"  the  Scrivener  observed 
with  one  eye  more  open  than  the  other 

A»*^iS^'"  '^P'j'^  ^^P*^'°  ^'"•'h'  "knows  her 
ZI:  YtT'  ^"*^  '^  ^'^^  ^'""^  'o  that,  Where's  the 
harm  of  old  acquaintance?  Why,  I  knew  Jenny 
before  my  wife  knew  the  Christian  Dispensation 
My  wife  was  a  heathen  Norse  when  I  was  playing 
hunt-  he-sl.pper  wi'  Jane.  And  if  a  man  that  hath 
travelled  the  lumpy  seas  may  not  have  a  bit  o'  fun 

wi  a  long-nosed  girl  he  hath  known  in » 

The  Scrivener  had  gone  to  bed. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

^ZS^f«''°^  "'^'^^  ™^  ™  DESERVED,  THE 

SHIPMAN  LESS,  AKD  CAPTAIN  BRA2ENHEAD  HELD 

OCCASION  BY  THE  TAIL 

ShtZ''  t^  conversation  of  the  preceding  night  the 
Shipman  became  reproachful  in  his  tone  fo  Perc  val 
He  disregarded  the  young  man's  protests  that  he  was 
not  h  s  own  s,ster,  that  she  was  a  mother  o  five  a? 
Moreton-m-Marsh,  and  nearly  twice  his  age  "I?  2 
be,  Jenny,"  he  said,  "that  you  are  mother  of  L^ 
&   'T:,  '^'  ^'''''  '^'  ^hame  of  your  cropped 

tit  I"  It  f '"''"'^^  "P«"  ^"  lLiana7cut 
tiiroat,  an  ambusher,  a  blood-puddine  man  Jith 
husband  and  babes  crying  at  hL^e,^^^, 
But  you  and  I,  my  girl,  shall  be  friends  L  You 
have  not  ^n  the  last  of  Dick  Smith."  Percld 
despaired;  but  in  point  of  fact  his  persecutor^med 

^  Chaiwg  and  hastened  on  to  Canterbury  dkect 
leaving  his  wife  behind  him  ^  ' 

stayed  there  for  a  few  hours,  hard  by  the  lazar-house 
of  Saint  Nicholas.  It  was  held  impn,per  to  ento 
Canterbuiy  unshriven;  there  was  harf  work  Jore 

l^Jfor'StoKr  TV'  "^™  "^  -  --h" 
look  for  the  gold  Michael  on  Bell  Harry's  top.    The 
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lepers  came  clattering  out,  the  good  brothers  who 

served  them  took  the  horses,  the  Prioress  with  her 

.     company  went  into  the  Chapel,  to  touch  the  relic  and 

prepare  for  confession.    Percival's  hour  was  come 

Captam  Brazenhead  was  murdering  his  uncle,  and 

he  was  about  to  murder  his  own  happiness.    What  a 
position  for  a  boy  in  love! 

But  it  seems  that  not  he  alone  had  a  weighty  con- 
science  to  discharge.    Consider  these  facts  in  order 

I.  The  Prioress  of  Ambresbury  confessed  that 
Captam  Brazenhead  loved  her  after  the  precepts  of 
Plato  and  the  Venerable  Bede;  also  that  she  loved 
i:'iers  Thrustwood  more  as  a  son  than  the  nephew  he 
was  plainly  desirous  of  becoming. 

II.  Master  Smith's  wife  confessed  that  she  had 
spied  upon  her  husband  on  many  late  occasions  but 
especially  on  the  previous  night.  She  said 'that 
Piers  Thrustwood  was,  in  reality,  one  Jenny  Perce- 
forest,  who  had  run  away  with  Captain  Brazenhead 
and  been  deserted  by  him;  and  believed  that  her  hus- 
l»nd  was  intending  to  renew  an  old  acquaintance  with 
the  young  woman.  She  owned  that  she  was  not  to  be 
trusted  if  he  did.  As  she  spoke  mostly  in  sobs  and 
the  Norwegian  language,  Dan  Costard  was  occasion- 
ally at  a  loss. 

III.  Mawdleyn  Touchett  confessed  that  she  loved 
Piers  Thrustwood,  who  was  not  what  he  seemed 

IV.  Sister  Petronilla  confessed  that  Captain  Bra- 
zenhead had  made  her  a  letter-bearer  to  Mawdleyn 
Touchtft.  She  did  r'ot  know  -.vhat  the  letter  con- 
tamed  except  by  hearsay.    She  had  taken  back  an 


THE  CAPTAIN  OF  KEJJT 


255 

office  to  Maw  J5S'?:S,:tr's£%T  ''T  '^^ 
not  cold  meat  ^^^'  ^'''*P'  ^^^  '*  «« 

that  he  was  a  deceiver  of  the  PW,.,^  *^''°«; 

"Alack,  but  I  do  desire  it,"  Percival  owned 
..J'^r  ^^nd.that  now,"  replied  dT Costard- 
one  thing  at  a  time     ThpTji^.fij--         ,  '-"*'^™, 
Thrustwo^  as  a^n  •  but  i/fht  ^""^  '"^^  ^'^'^ 

"Then  she  loves  not  me,  father"  saiH  P»,.-    i 

tarn  Brazenhead  ?"  ^  ^"'  *-^*P- 

Percival  felt  this  to  be  a  comparatively  easy  matter 

I  say,  my  reverend,  that  my  name  is  SeTS." 
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and  own  that  I  have  a  sister  Jenny,  but  I  deny  that 
i  am  she. 

"You  are  sure?"  asked  Dan  Costard.  "Very 
well,  then.  Smith's  wife  can  be  shriven.  Now  there 
IS  Mistrws  Mawdleyn,  loving  Piers  Thrustwood,  who 
IS  not  what  he  seems.    What  have  you  to  say?" 

Inol? ''.'i?'  °Jl'  ^"C  ^"''™'  "S^'*'  *"*>  pleading 
looks  "Mawdleyn  loves  me,  and  I  love  Mawdleyn 
And  for  that  reason  I  was  beaten  by  Sir  Simon,  and 
came  creepmg  back;  and  for  that  reason  I  told  fibs 
and  for  that  reason  I  confess  them  Further  I  say 
that  if  I  cannot  have  her,  I  must  die  " 

"Well,"  says  Dan  Costard,  hand  on  chin,  "and 
why  not?  It  will  make  everything  simple,  it  seems 
to  me. 

fathfr""  ^  ^  ^^^'  ^  *^*°°°'  ^"^  Mawdleyn,  good 
"Tush!"  cried  Father  Costard,  "we  are  beating 
the  air.    Get  your  Lord  Say  to  plead  your  cause." 

Alas,  dear  father,  I  fear  the  worst  for  him,"  says 
Percival  mournfully.  ' 

''Then  you  can  plead  your  own  cause,  my  boy  " 
replied  the  priest  briskly;  "for  then  you  wiU  be  his 
lordship  But  I  must  insist  upon  y-M-r  making  a  clean 
breast  of  it  to  my  lady;  this  you  &haU  promise  me 
before  I  shrive  you." 

"Sir,"  said  Percival,  "it  is  in  the  making.  I  do 
but  wait  to  ask  Master  Corhet,  the  Scrivener,  to  in- 
scribe It  fair  upon  a  sheepskin." 

"Very  good,"  said  Dan  Costard,  and  shrived  him. 
Percival  spent  the  rest  of  his  time  dictating  his  lowly 
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tions  of  that  worthy  rrSlil?"  f  "'^  ^  "^''''^■ 
the  words,  "The  huSt^L  1  ^u'  "°  ^*'"'«''  'han 

When  the  ;ui^tt^rd^lt''rA'-'' 

ThT^irr-K-  4^'-c1LTo- 

tale.  a-s":  dS  -a^a  iTr^orLTa  '?  '"  '?  ^ 
care,  with  direct  aoDlication  i!.  T  ^  ''""^  "  " 
misadventurm^f  ^  'S^^^^^  case  showing  how 
misconception  on^nSco^tl  TJff  "'"'^i  ^ 
heart,  until  (as  in  his  talef T'  ^*'"  °^  ^^^ 
Galeotto  may  wS  a  vonni  ^°""«  "^^  "^'"ed 
and  Camilla Vyoun/riT  ""'"'^  ^"«^'"'«' 
Estella,  all  foi  thf^e'o  ^2'  Vi^Zl^'^''' 
means  certain  that  this  entire  vm^f  k  •  '  ''^  ^"^ 

as  he  no  doubt  intended  2^1  'f.*"^  P°''"°"' 
yond  controversyTs  ?hat  i  d?H  '•?""'  ^''"^  ''*  »^- 
ous  state  of  his  i  at  on  wit  toh-°"' '''  ''^"«^'- 
much  affected  the  Shipl^is  tt  '!"'"' '"'  "'^ 

x^solution  had  £  to  Tari-^rt™"""^-    «« 
his  romancing  andTomM?^      l^^  ^""""^  ^^^t  hy 
He  charmS  Lr  it  s  tmt  hn^^-'"""^  ''^  ^^  '^^^ 
^ound.    Fort^r^eilTpo^tlle^SJtf^S 
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Richard  Smith,  who,  having  thrown  a  handkerchief 
over  his  head,  had  picked  him  up  in  the  quadrangle 
(where  the  lad  had  gone  to  compose  his  mind),  pelted 
with  him  in  the  dark  down  Mercery  Lane,  and  now 
held  him  in  the  cellar  of  the  little  beerhouse,  comfort- 
ing him.  with  flagons  and  protesting  against  all  his 
rage  that  they  should  be  married  in  the  mom  and  sail 
with  the  first  tide.  It  was  then,  and  not  till  then, 
that  Percival  found  out  what  he  owed  to  the  great 
Captain  Brazenhead.    For  he — but  I  anticipate. 

At  five  o'clock  in  the  morning  there  came  a  flying 
messenger  mto  Canterbury  bearing  letters  for  the 
Prioress  of  Ambresbury's  grace.  These  were  from 
her  brother  Sir  Simon  Touchett  and  thus  conceived: 

Loving  Sister:— After  my  hearty  commendations, 
these  let  you  wite  that  you  must  by  all  means  do 
honour  to  one  Master  Perceforest  who  I  believe  is 
with  you.  At  the  least  I  traced  him  as  far  as  Winton, 
which  I  know  he  left  in  your  company.  Fail  me  not 
herein  as  you  tender  my  welfare.  And  the  Blessed 
Trinity  preserve  you  in  His  keeping,  and  give  you 
all  your  desires.  From  your  brother.  Si.  Touchett, 
Kt.— Postcriptum.  I  pray  you,  Sister,  be  temperate 
with  my  daughter  Mawdleyn.  And  if  the  said  Mr. 
Perceforest  will  take  her  with  a  fair  manor  of  forty 
pound  for  dowry,  let  it  be  so  o'  God's  name.  I  fear 
I  have  no  more  to  bestow,  for  times  are  hard,  and  the 
crops  very  light  this  year,  owing  to  the  dry  weather. 
1  pray  God  amend  it.  If  the  said  Mr.  Perceforest 
shows  signs  of  grudge  against  me  for  misadventure— 
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S.  T,  Kt. 

frifnd'Mr  p'  '•'  I'i^^'  ^°'^'''Pf"'  ^»d  his  loving 
the  ft;^««     f^"'  P^^^^^o^^st"  was  enclosed;  and 

-Tj,^  .  *   *^'^  moment    Mawdleyn's  soft 

hefrt    r  '^°''  ^'^  °^'  ^"d  Mawdle^'s  Sft 

"Th^lf ?;        '.*^'f'^""''    ^''J  this  melting  beauty 

to  be  coaxed  back  to  with  forty-pound  lands?" 
uJ:  '^'"  "^  "10  <^oaxing,  dear  madam,"  Mawd- 
feyn  assured  her.  But  it  appeared  that  he  ^ouW  nied 
much  coaxmg.  He  could  not  be  found  He  w^= 
not  in  his  bed,  he  had  not  been  in  bSh^d  n^'bTen 
seen  smce  bed-time.  Neither  had  .  SWpmSs 
w^e  been  to  bed.  "Is  it  possible,  though  the 
Pnoress,  ",s  .t  humanly  possible  that  my  brother 
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knows  more  than  I  do  ?    Is  it  humanly  possible  that 
Piers,  or  Percival,  is  running  after  Smith's  wife?" 

Far  from  that,  Smith's  wife  was  at  this  moment 
runnmg  after  Percival.    Percival  Perce'orest  in  his 
shirt,  breeches,  and  one  of  his  stockings  was  flying 
for  his  hfe  through  the  streets  of  Canterbury.    Close 
at  his  heels  came  Smith's  wife,  behind  her  a  delighted 
pack  of  citizens,  crying,  "Hold  thief,  hold!    Take 
the  rogue  alive!    Rope,  rope,  rope!"  and  other  like 
words.    How  long  the  chase  had  held,  I  say  not-  I 
know  that  it  could  have  held  little  longer.    Percival's 
breath  was  gone,  his  eyes  were  dim,  his  feet  cut,  his 
shirt  and  breeches  barely  acquainted.    Bricks,  mud 
sticks,  stones  whizzed  by  his  ears.    "Peg  him  down! 
i^eg  him  down!"  were  ominous  sounds  of  prepara- 
tion    Percival  set  his  back  against  a  wall  and  pre- 
pared to  die  hard.    On  came  the  mob;  anofher 
minute  had  been  his  last.    As  if  rushing  upon  what 
he  could  not  avoid,  Percival  gave  a  sudden  glad  cry 
and  sprang  out  toward  his  enemies.    But  as  he  did 
so,  these  parted  from  behind— whether  by  express 
command  or  intuitive  sense,  can  never  truly  be 
known.    Percival  ran  through  his  late  pursuers  and 
fell  panting  into  the  arms  of  a  Cardinal  who,  properly 
attended  by  his  foot-page,  was  advancing  down  the 
street.    The  amazed  inhabitants  saw  this  Prince  of 
the  Church  enfold  and  kiss  a  young  man  who  was 
believed  to  have  murdered  a  sailor  in  Mercery  Lane 
It  need  not  be  said  that  His  Eminence,  who  was 
mordinately  hairy,  and  fierce  in  the  eye,  was  Captain 
iJrazenhead  in  disguise. 
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He  is  elsTwhere  "  ^i,  .  •  "'^'^  ^°"  ^^^  '^  "«*  here, 
sock  and  tpTtof  S^SJ^^ciS^t  ^^^^^^ 
men  of  Can^rbury  doffed  their  tn„r  to    m 

friend  intoSe  1^,  ctaS  fnT"?  "  '»  f™"! 
from  under  hifSl   JS'  ^u  f""*™?  «  bundle 

whUper,nr.'d  ^^"'orL'Z  XT]." 

Se°'^  ^i^" »'  "^  ^"i  ^'^  ^«p'y  »^"'3; 
»:i?:dSS^:^'js^.Zrte^- 

nampH  th/ c  J  u  ^,^  '^^"^ed  or  sworded?  I 
named  the  sword,  but  Jack  would  have  the  roi^  T 
exposed  the  infamy  of  this:  Jack  strung  htauTwJ 
quarrelled  irrevocably  Tarlc  M  ^^^"™"P-  We 
London  and  certain  'r.ll'%^ j^l^^Ti^^fl 
I  beheve  he  is  a  fool,  and  know  him 'to  bf  wilK 
feelings  of  a  gentleman.    A  ridiculous.  yetTrtunatt! 
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adventure  brings  me  to  your  rescue.  You  remember 
the  Prioress's  knave  whom  I  laid  in  a  drain  on  your 
account  ?  This  boy  (and  I  speak  to  his  credit),  filled 
with  revengeful  feelings,  followed  me  all  the  way,  and 
at  Kemsing  denounced  me  to  a  justice  as  his  ravish- 
er  and  the  thief  of  his  clothes.  Unworthy,  you  say  ? 
Far  from  that,  it  is  for  that  reason  I  have  advanced 
him.  I  was  forced  to  disguise  myself  as  you  see. 
But  what  a  plight  I  find  you  in!  Where  is  your 
jacket?  Where  are  your  shoes?  Where  are  your 
points?  What  have  you  been  about?  No  scandal, 
I  hope?" 

"Scandal!"  cried  Percival,  growing  very  red,  "I 
say  it  was  scandalous;  but  I  served  him  well  for  it." 
"Meaning  whom?"  asked  the  Captain;  and  Per- 
cival told  him:  "The  Shipman  Smith,  who  would 
have  it  that  I  was  my  sister  Jane,  and  carried  me  o£F 
with  a  towel  over  my  head." 

"The  man  is  a  silly  fool,  as  I  always  knew,"  said 
Captain  Brazenhead;  "but  it  must  have  been  simple 
to  satisfy  him." 

"Simple  or  not,"  says  Percival,  "I  did  it.  For  I 
cut  his  face  open  with  a  grindstone." 

"You  did  very  well,  bawcock,  failing  a  foot  and  a 
half  of  Toledo,"  cried  the  Captain.  "By  my  faith, 
I  know  not  how  a  gentleman  of  your  parts  could 
have  done  better.  But  we  have  more  solemn  busi- 
ness on  hand.  You  and  I  will  go  and  declare  our- 
selves to  the  Lady  Prioress.  I  fancy  your  affair — 
if  you  are  still  in  mind  for  it— will  go  better  hence- 
forward." 
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he!Sf  " w7  suddenly  grave.  "Alas,  dear  sir," 
he  said,  but  I  was  carried  off  from  my  mistress  be- 
fore I  could  confess  to  her  the  wicked  truth  '• 

You  wiU  find  the  truth  not  half  so  wicked  as  vou 
suppose  my  lord,"  said  the  Captain.  "Col'^  ? 
will  conduct  your  lordship."  ' 

.  "But  sir  consider  the  danger  to  yourself  "  Per 
aval  faltered-but,  even  so,  sensibly  changSg  asS 
as  the  new  address  V  armed  him  g«'spect 

:'Myself,  ha?"  the  Captain  snorted.    "I  am  srf 

you  there  will  be  no  trouble  on  that  score.    More 
over  that  boy  who  denounced  me  so  took  my  fan 'j 

Have  no  fear  for  me,  but  come,  my  dear  lord,  come  " 
n  Z!',TS°'fi^^'^t  Cardinal  Brazenhead.  ev;ryTnch 
a  prekte  and  a  prince,  took  the  arm  of  Ferd^l  who 
was  far  from  looking  what  he  actually  wS  S 
caused  the  hall  porter  of  the  Priory  to  aJnoTnce  the 
Ix)rd  Cardinal  of  Magnopolis  and  my  Lord  sly 
o  wait  upon  the  Prioress  of  Ambresbu  J.  I  shoufd 
fail  to  find  words  proper  to  express  the  surprise  ofThe 

minffeilf  „^"^  ^^^P^^'"  BrazenhSTby  „: 
means  failed.  He  was  at  once  the  courtier  the 
Churchman    and  the  deferential  lover  (in  PW 

S\      f  ™°"1'°*  ^^  ^^^  ^^c«  to  face  with  the 
^dy  he  advanced  toward  her,  took  and  kissed  £ 
ftand.    His  page  m  attendance  held  his  tasselled  hat 
-crimson  on  a  black  silk  cushion 
"At  last,  dear  lady,"  he  said  with  a  happy  siVh 
at  last  my  tiresome  disguises  are  over !    I  c^n  S 
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your  kdyship  without  fatigue  and  without  embarrass- 
ment." 

"Oh,  my  lordl    Oh,  sir—!"  the  Prioress  began— 
but  he  put  up  a  deprecating  hand. 

"Titles  of  ceremony  between  us!"  he  said  with 
gentle  amazement.    "Lady,  you  and  I  know  too 
much  evil  of  the  world  to  affect  the  world's  cozening 
caresses.    We,  if  you  take  my  meaning,  have  suf- 
fered, and  laboured,  ah,  and  loved,  too  long  on  earth 
to  feel  any  solace  out  of  things  like  these.    But"— 
he  went  on,  waving  the  shamefaced  Percival  into  the 
discussion— "  but  with  the  young  it  is  otherwise.    An 
eyass   falcon,  dear  madam,  may  take  pride  in  her 
opening  plumage,  I  suppose.    Here,  madam,  is  this 
noble  youth,  whom  you  knew  as  Piers  Thrustwood, 
and  I  as  my  dearest  nephew,  Mr.  Percival  Perce- 
forest,  now  (by  the  unhappy  death  of  his  kinsman) 
my  Lord  Baron  of  Say :  here,  madam,  is  he  for  whose 
advantage  I  adventured  as  a  captain  of  men's  bodies, 
where  men's  souls,  perchance,  are  more  under  my 
care.    His  dear  kinsman  is  unhappily  slain  by  rebels ; 
and  he  (barely  escaping  with  his  own  young  golden 
life)   stands  before  you— ashamed  of  the    deceit 
forced  upon  him,  glorying  in  the  stripes  wherewith 
your  brother  anointed  his  princely  back,  and  burning 
(if  I  may  speak  of  such  matters)  for  the  tardy  bliss  he 
has  dared  surh  hardships  to  win.    My  dear  lord  and 
nephew"— he  turned  to  Percival— "salute  my  friend 
the  Prioress  of  Ambresbury."    The  young  Lord  Say 
knelt  down  before  her. 
"Oh,  madam,  believe  me—"  he  began  to  stam- 
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mer;  but  the  Prioress  raised  him  and  gave  him  a  kiss. 

.hl^U^""'  ^^'^'  "y  '^'^'  Percival,"  she  saM,  '>^ 
shall  teheve  that  we  love  you  very  much.    Come 
My  charge  awaits  you." 
She  shook  him  by  the  hand  and  led  him  into  her 

"MMcr."  said  Ihe  Cardinal's  „ra  pa»  "if  mv 
S^Stil^T. "  ~  *■"  ■»"  »  """"l  <"r 

The  Cardinal  looked  him  over.  "My  lad  "  saiH 
he.  "  the  Prioress  is  my  veiy  good  friend. '  So^eo^-r 

CHn  •""  '  Ti  '''^  '  ^"^^^ '«  stand  the  i; 
frosts  on  your  naked  skin.    I  shall  make  something 

of  you  yet.    Go,  boy,  purvey  me  beer  from  the  S^ 
bow.    I  do  furiously  thirst." 

It  is  proper  to  add  that  the  Prioress,  Dan  Costard 
Peraval  Lord  Say,  and  Mistre.s  Mawdleyn  TouS 
paid  their  homage  at  the  Shrine  of  St.  Thomas  and 
hat  Captain  Brazenhead  was  appointed  Steward  o' 
the  Manors  o  Westerham,  Knockholt,  and  Froghole 
with  a  reversion  of  the  Office  of  High  Bailiff  Sf  the 
Lordship  of  Sevenoaks. 

History  knows  no  more  of  Master  Richard  Smith 
Manner  of  Kingston-upon-HuU,  nor  of  Gundrith  S 
wife,  native  of  Norway.  "unanm  nis 
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in  ^ilbJ  "?;!."■  •^'"'li  *'""'■"«  '^'^^'"^  ^  thought  pursy 
•n  habit,  having  allowed  himself  a  full  tear,!  3 

S1,T?.^  hi«  'eisure  in  extLting'The'lSrte 

services  by  which  he  had  so  well  earned  it    ^ 
sure  his  own  self-resDert   T  f  M  I   . u  ^°  •="■ 

awari.  nf  ♦»,  respect,  I  think,  the  more  he  was 

"ic  least,  but  the  deeds  whereby  he  becamp  wi,,f 
"  tnat.      The  dignity  of  my  high  office 
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the  fealty  I  bear  to  our  Lord  the  King,  my  headshio 
over  men,  my  discretion  over  women  f^ret^y  S.1  0  " 

greater  office.    A  man  of  generous  conceit!    So  it 

These  ancient  halls,  this  venerable  cradle  of  mv 
race"  exorbitantly  described  his  decent  lodgLg  wS 
the  widow  Fych  at  Goose  Green;  "my  broad  acTS^ 

nflf  liju  °l  ^'^  S^""^^"  °f  ^J^alotts,  two  perches 
of  land  held  by  the  widow  as  her  dower  in  the  wS 
Captam  Brazenhead  in  shirt  and  breeches  migrS 
seen  of  fine  mornings  sweating  like  a  porous  plche7 

ml".' tr  "''  ''^^  ^^^^  --"  that.'JteSmg  could 
make  a  thing  great,  it  became  as  great  as  he 

hadMn  '  ^'  "^^  ^  '^"y  circumstances  and 

had  been  so  ever  smce,  as  the  reader  will  remember 
he  young  Lord  Say,  in  the  first  flush  of  hi  S^S 
to  the  most  extmordinary  man  alive  in  EnglSTd  had 
bestowed  upon  him  the  stewardship  aforelid  TUs 
so^'p  fir  ^"^l^''^  ^"°'^^'"'  ^''""ght  the  Captain  ta 
maT  TheTtf  '  ^""^  ""u^  ^  ^"  Soose  at  Michae? 
mas.    Then  there  were  the  pickings:  at  Christmas  a 

dnri^T?!  °'  P^^'"^  f-  his  horse  t"veL' 
dnftw^,  drmk  at  the  Court  Leet,  drik  at  the 
Court  Baron,  a  mark  here  for  a  wedding,  half  a  mark 
there  for  the  return  of  an  heir.  All  hands  agreedXt 
the  Captam  made  himself  snug,  and  would  dferiS 
If  he  did  not  go  too  far.  That  he  did  not  so  go  was 
not  his  fault;  he  went  as  far  as  he  could,  but  nf  "n^ar 
so  far  as  he  would.    "God  ha'  mere;  u^n  tSeL 
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£?e?on?''  '  Thar'  *°  f'  "'"'  '•  ^'^  S'^-''  -ai 
nave  none.      That  was  after  a  bold  attempt  of  h;« 

to  revive  some  of  the  more  ancient  drJl2Li<Zl 

lessor     The  attempt  had  failed,  partly  because  tho 
Captam  had  been  too  precipitate  partly  SSuS  tte 

wL  ;  ,^  ^^"^  appealed  urbi  et  orbi,  but  in  vain 
Was  not  Merchela  mulierum  granted?  Was  ,>  nnf" 
concordant  with  the  laws  of  thfrS  anTtheVw 
of  nature  which  say,  Take  what  th^u  canst  geTJ 
Lord  of  light,  was  it  not?  "if,  by  Cock  »  hV^!.H 
cned,  "a  lord  of  the  land  hath  not  the  ^.t  and  pt 

rnteS'tt^^^^*^^'  -^  ''  I.  hiffamSs 
counterpart,  the  twin-pea  of  him,  the  shadow  of  his 

spkndour  in  this  lordship  of  Kn;ckholt,  have  them 

all  'butVSrand  T  T  "•""'^^'  ^"^  ^  -«" 
ail,  but  a  Grand  Turk's  singing-boy— and  so  shall 

ye  be,  dogs  and  dogs' daughters!"         ^°*^  ^  ^^" 
nn  o  V -^^  ^'^  ^"^^^  '°  ^^^  matrons  of  Knockholt 

ng  Sr^a?  of  rod  T"°"  ""^  '"^  ^^^=  f°^  -t  Lv- 
mg  tne  tear  of  God,  they  set  upon  him  with  besoms 

and  Ag^es  squealed  like  a  young  porker  at  rS-' 

toe.    There  had  nearly  been  a  riot  amo^g  ?he 

women  and  the  case  was  so  that  the  cha2n  5 

ancient  mstitutions  was  advised  to  retire.    He  had 

S  ^^f^'^'l^^  ^as  one;  there  was  MaU  Bythe- 
hedge  (that  wheedler);  there  was  Joan  the  Se' 
And  there  were  others-there  were  others.    Bras 
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time  wore  on,  and  his  life  wore  with  it  a  deeper  rut 
in  this  most  arable  world,  his  actions  becamrmore 
orderly,  and  (by  consequence)  his  recollections  the 
more  inordinate. 

As  for  them,  I  have  before  now  provided  you  with 
some  of  them,  in  a  chastened  form,  as  becomes  an 
historian  who  values  the  truth  above  all  things  in  this 
world,  mcludmg  his  own  talents  and  the  prowess  of 
his  hero     Captain  Brazenhead's  own  views  of  truth 
are  well  known;  he  held  it  in  veneration.    It  had 
always  beenso  in  his  stormy  youth,  it  was  so  now 
when  he  sat  m  the  ingle  of  the  Man  of  Renown,  toss- 
ing one  foot  in  the  air,  stroking  his  portly  beard  or 
sharpening  his  teeth  with  a  file-a  favourite  trick  of 
his.       By  this  sword,"  he  would  cry  to  the  auditors, 
by  this  sword  wherewith  I  slew  the  Sophy  of  Persia 
I  would  let  that  man  go  free,  cringed  he  here  now 
spilt  he  here  his  triple  crown  and  rope  of  balass  rubies 
at  my  foot,  ah,  but  I  would  so,  could  I  chaise  myself 
before  this  company  with  paltering  with  the  truth 
!■  or  mark  you  well  what  once  I  told  the  Holy  Father 
as  he  and  I  hobnobbed  over  our  toasted  cheese 
and  pippins  in  ale-in  the  city  of  Antioch  and  year 
of  Christ  s  mercy  fourteen  hundred  and  fourteen 
Gossip,'  said  I  to  that  man,  and  drove  a  chapped 
finger  into  his  left  pap,  'tell  me  the  truth,'  said  I, 
and  then  but  not  otherwise  we  gamesters  may  cheat 
the  rope '    And  he  owned  that  I  was  in  the  right 
and  with  cortrition  promised  amendment  of  life 
properer  conversation,  and  curtaihnent  of   strong 
drink.    And  then  he  asked  me  his  benefit  of  clergy 
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reason  fnt  er  out  his  spleen.    I  ask  the  candid  stu- 

?ew;ro?theM^''^t^^^"^^  ^-  -^^ned 
Steward  of  the  Manor  of  Knockholt,  had  there  been 

th?r^^  ;  •  •  °°'  '"PP°'^  ''•  And  in  any  event 
the  pomt  IS  immaterial,  since  his  daughters  &  anv! 
do  not  come  into  this  narrative  thou^n.-l  •  ^^ 
(fatal  pluiaip,  or  some  of  them'mJS'ally  do™ 

tai?^'?h?;it"'7?  *°  '""^  '^"-  "''ftitold 

Sryea^    «tT„   /    ^'^^  >its  increased  with 

years.      Ten  tmies  left   for  dead;  trampled 
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twelve  t.mes  out  by  the  rearguard  of  the  host  I  had 
led  to  victory  ...  in  prisons  frequent,  in  deaths  not 
divisible  ..."  Thus  his  mortifications  grew,  as 
the  careful  reader  wiU  remark,  by  some  twice  them- 
selves every  few  years;  and  thus,  I  cannot  but  think, 
sweUed  the  number  of  his  triumphant  trophies  of 
chivaby.  I  give  below  a  remarkable  list,  which 
speaks  for  itself  better  than  any  brave  words  of  mine 
could  do.  And  so  it  shall,  when  I  have  prepared  the 
student  for  a  curious  obliquity  in  it  whereby  the  com- 
piler was  accustomed  to  add  to  the  sum  of  heroic 
deeds  which  he  had  performed,  the  number  of  the 
extremely  unheroic  which  he  had  refrained  from 
performing— as  if  omission  to  achieve  scandalous 
feats  were  in  itself  a  feat.  Perhaps  he  is  right;  but 
the  list  of  his  conquests,  expressed  in  souls,  shaU  now 
be  given: 

"With  this  sword  and  quivering  arm  have  I— 
Of  men-at-arms,  slain  incontinent  and  with  shock, 
_.,        .  Sped  2,000  souls. 

Of  armies  put  to  flight,  by  craft,  strategy,  or  frontal 

^5"^?'V    : Shamed  15,000  souls. 

Ot  chief  cities,  starved,  carried,  ruined,  havocked 
and  put  to  the  sword, 

Slain  at  the  least  360,000  souls. 

Of  Heathens,  Anabaptists,  Incendiaries,  Atheists, 

Jews,  Rebels,  Sheep-stealers,  and  Hedgerow  men, 

Cut  in  strips  321  souls.' 

Uf  inspired  Maidens  confronted  in  the  light  of  day 

andputtor  buke  .    .    .    .    Discomfited  i  soul. 
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Ve^E^  ''^'^*^"^-  '-S![;  ;je  -'J-nts  of 
Of  Convents  of  rdigious  unsacktyttS' 11"^ 

Of  c:»™,i  u  '^*^^y  ^^^  ^"'s,  then  «  souls. 

Of  Sepulchres  rescued  from  the  Infidel, 

Say,  I  Sepulchre. 

We  reach,  the  reader  sees,  the  astonishing  total 
m  men  and  sepulchres  alone,  and  not  count  nfS 
towei^  horses,  ships,  barbicans,  cathedmirbed 
chamber^,  and  the  like,  of  three  hundred  thirty- seven 
thousand  three  hundred  and  thirty-nine  Ss  anS 

°°^  ""?,"  v*^-  '^^'^  ^S^'^  «Peak  for  thTmSlves 
and  wm  be  all  the  preface  I  riquii^  for  the  ^la  ' 
unheard-of.  and  not  to  be  pamUeled  occurSs' 
which  I  have  now  to  relate.  They  are  all  thrpref! 
T.'J-  ^^'  V'^y  ^"^  ^"  indispensable  preface 
m;™sTai'.^"^^^^^''^-^^^^^'---Vh 
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With  his  patron  and  patroness,  my  Lord  and  Lady 
Say  in  their  great  castle  of  Knole,  the  relations  of 
Captain  Brazenhead  (through  whom,  he  would  oft- 
tim.  say  "they  were  what  they  were")  were  not  what 
they  had  been  m  earlier  days.    It  is  not  unnatural- 
youth  IS  prone  to  oblivion.    My  Lord  Say,  when  he 
stood  as  Percival  Perceforest,  a  slim  youth  somewhat 
quick  to  tears,  had  abnost  been  in  the  patronage  of 
Captain  Brazenhead.    Finding  him  abandoned  to 
his  grief  m  the  nave  of  Winchester  Minster,  the  great 
soldier  had  idly  picked  him  up  for  his  occasion  and 
Idly  served  him,  when  he  had  first  served  himself   Per- 
cival, now  Lord  Say,  forgot  all  that :  Captain  Brazen- 
head   steward  of  one  of  hir.  manors,  did  not.    So 
with  her  ladyship     Of  her.  then  Miairess  Mawdleyn 
louchett,  he  had  been  wont  to  speak  as  a  "morsel" 
or  a  "toothsome  piece";  he  had  muttered,  eyeing  her' 
curds  and  cream";  he  had  called  her  a  cuddling 
girl.    Boy  and  girl  as  he  had  seen  them,  he  had 
brought  them  together  with  a  shrug,  and  left  them 
together  with  a  chuckle.    True,  he  had  taken  his 
dues,  his  wages  if  you  will:  but  look  at  it!    "To  the 
Barony  of  Say  conferred  upon  one  P.  Percefoiest  a 
weeper Per  contra-Stewardship  of  the  Manor 
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Of  Knockholt."  It  looks  ridiculous,  so  put.  And 
agam:  "To  P.  Perceforest,  a  slip  of  melancholy 
kft^tfL? V'  ^T  °'  '^"-holched,  and  tS 
he  ir  r  ^  ^^^  °^  '^'  '^°^> '°  «*y  nothing  of 
the  mother  of  peers.  ..  .  Per  centra-Stewardship 
of  he  M^or  of  Knockholt."  Fie  upon  a  penuriou? 
world!    Here  was  matter  for  a  grudge 

But  the  world  moved  on  with  these  young  persons 
|^w.thhim,their  stinted  benefactor.and  if  hle'SoSs 
is  ^1f '  ?  ^/?  •'"  Srazenhead  they  waned  the 
smaller  to  his  lordship.    There  had  been  a  grudge 
on  one  part  there  was  a  coldness  on  the  other     My 
tord  was  become  a  courtier,  my  lady  a  mother. 
My  lord  was  often  at  Windsor,  my  lady  was  not. 
My  lord  would  tap  his  chin  at  dinner,  leaning  back  in 
his  great  chair,  and  begin  his  conversation,  "As  the 
King  s  Grace  said  to  me  in  the  long  gallery,  'Good 
my  lord  .  .     '  "  or  "When  the  prlS  and  I^ 
at  supper,  and  fair  Mistress  Jane  between  us 

Iffa,i  nf  T  .*  ?l^T  '^•"^""^^y  °^  ^''  °^  little 
affan-s:  of  what  Robin  had  whispered  in  the  Arras 

Chamber,  and  stiJ  more  of  what  he  would  whisper 

there,  of  what  took  .place  when  she  and  Sir  Harnr 

were  at  supper  and,  again,  of  what  might  take  place 

when  they  would  next  be  supping.    My  lord,  in  short, 

was  too  of  en  at  Windsor,  and  my  lady  too  seldom 

by  which  It  resulted  that  Captain  Behead  fre- 

U.7  aIu^''!^  ^"'^  ^'"^^'^^  °f  Knole,  and  my 
lady  found  that  she  could  not  do  without  him  If  a 
gentleman  cease  to  make  love  to  his  lady  some  other 
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gentleman  will  almost  certainly  do  it;  and  if  a  gentle- 
man cease  to  take  notice  of  his  benefactor,  that  bene- 
c£T  ^:H  *™"'^«'-  !>'«  benefactions  to  a  more  grateful 

Sft.LT'  .*^''"^°"'  °^  '"y  ^'^y  Say-  therefore, 
flattered  Captam  Brazenhead's  self-esteem,  soothed 
his  pique,  and  encouraged  his  services  where  thev 
were  desired.  And  he  was  of  the  greatest  possible 
service 

It  had  been  Captain  Brazenhead,  and  no  less  a 
man  who  had  held  the  ladder  to  her  casement  while 
bir  John  Caunt  was  breathing  vows  against  the  glass. 
Up  with  you,  Su-  John,  and  play  the  man,"  had  been 
Jis  exhortation-and  up  went  Sir  John.    It  had  been 
he  too  who,  when  that  famous  poet,  my  Lord  Clun 
m  his  own  despair  and  her  honour,  had  cast  himself 
down  from  a  reasonably  tall  tree,  saying,  "Earth 
receive  mel    Mawdleyn  hath  broken  my  hi;rt,  break 
thou  m  mercy  the  casket  of  if'-it  'lad  been  Captain 
Brazenhead,  I  say   who  had  procured  the  ti^sses 
of  hay  upon  which  he  was  to  expire,  saying,  "Down 
with  thee,  pretty  boy,  and  suppose  her  tobe  there  " 
and  he  agam  who  had  brought  to  my  lady,  waiting  in 
the  arbour,  the  joyful  news  of  my  lord's  fluttering 
breath  which  would  reassure  her  that  he  still  hved 
And  when  it  became  very  necessary  to  tell  the  too  fer- 
vid gentleman  that  he  must  hold  off  for  a  while,  and 
that  the  viit  ous  wife  could  not  listen  to  what  was 
meant  [or  the  hearing  of  the  tender  friend,  Captain 
Bmzenh^d  did  that  delicate  office  after  his  manner. 

t!^^.  ^?     -if  ^f ''^''  '"^  '°'^'  ^  ^°"Jd  give  her 
tune.    What  said  Joggm  to  the  tinker's  drab?" 
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What  or  what  not  he  said,  we  shall  never  know;  but 
my  Lord  of  Clun  removed  himself  for  two  months  of 
the  summer,  and  went  over  sea;  and  my  Lady  took 
a  retreat  with  the  Minoresses  of  Guildford,  and  all 
was  indiflferent  well. 

Now  this  was  the  state  of  afifairs  upon  the  fatal 
night  of  Lammas  in  the  year  1477.  Pray  be  so  good 
as  to  remark  the  date.  Seventh  child  of  a  seventh 
child,  bom  out  of  time  in  the  seventh  month,  he  was 
now  in  the  year  1477. 

He  ought  to  have  known,  belike  he  did  :cnow  that 
Fate  could  hardly  pass  over  such  an  occasion  as  this. 
Whether  he  knew  or  not,  he  held  his  head  high  when 
he  received  from  the  lips  of  Margaret  Mallow  the 
summons  to  the  grapple.  Margaret  Mallow,  the  full- 
favoured,  the  sloe-eyed,  the  apple-cheeked,  had  come 
to  his  lodging,  and  had  up  and  spoke.  The  Captain, 
high  in  wine  and  beef,  had  saluted  her  according  to 
his  wont,  and  she  had  said,  "Fie,  Captain,  for  what 
do  you  take  me?"  His  answer  had  been— and  the 
very  stars  in  their  courses,  I  think,  had  stayed  them 
to  hear— "I  take  you,  Meg,  for  my  comfort  and 
solace.  By  this  warm  heart  that  never  yet  called 
maiden  wife,  hear  me  swear."  Rash  asseveration, 
rash  oath! 

She  heard  him  swear  in  such  fashion  that  her  heart 
beat:  and  at  that  moment  the  church  clock  struck 
seven,  and  a  very  bright  star  left  its  socket  in  the 
vault  and  flew,  burning  red,  right  across  the  zenith, 
and  disappeared  with  a  noise  like  an  iron  in  water. 
Captain  Brazenhead  started  and  looked  all  about, 
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but^dW  not  take  his  arm  from  Meg  Mallow's 

r,"^I.^'i'>  f"  I  caUed?"  he  said;  "by  Cock  am 

Th>'°"'''  "y  ^^"^y-  "'^  flout  Fate,"  Sfd  ^ 
These  are  memorable  words.  sa>a  ne. 


w^mmi^ 


CHi\PTER  III 

aark  stood  Captain  Brazenhead  in  what  he  did  not 
then  know  to  be  the  ve.-y  nick  of  Destiny     He  h3 
thought  .t  to  be  the  trysting  tree,  a  ho  Joak  of  un 
known  antiquity  and  high  veneration;  really  it  was 

cated.  There  stood  he  muffled  to  the  eyes  in  his  red 
cloak,  with  his  swo;d  acock  behind  him  as  stiSa 
pointer's  taj^,  in  one  hand  a  dark  lantern,  in  the  oSer 
hK  feathered  cai>-there  stood  he,  as  many  and  many 

en^h  to^''*^.'"'°"'  and  over  against  hi^S 
enough  to  be  provokmg,  yet  far  enough  to  be  my^tifv- 
mg.  was  the  tremulous,  hooded,  and  besTrfS™ 
of  a  bdy-as  many  and  many  a  time  had  lady 
l^o^r  N?^*'^^  lady  was  not  the  Meg  Mat 
Z  If'  ^"'"'T  "^P''''  '^l**'"?^  that  Lorn 
and  wholesome  girl  was  within  hearing  distance  bS 
her  mistress  of  life  and  member,  my  Lady  Say  once 
Mawdleyn  Touchett  the  plump,  the  brown-Ld- 

SjiXr  r'  '"i?  "  '""^  ^y^-  She  indeS  was 
upon  her  fair  kn^  before  Captain  Biazenhead,  and 
If  her  eyes  were  fuller  it  was  because  they  were  fuU 

iir.-  J""!"  T"^  ^'^ly  ^""^  her  fine  lyZ,  te 
dabbled  her  cheeks,  relaxed  the  guard  of  ha  Z 
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Bnuonhead  w^^mT-       ^  '?^"~'~'  Captain 

;;0  Sabmon,  O  dearest  friendl" 
1  ut  my  dumpling  of  pleasure,"  said  he 

"?h?iT'  ^"^  '  '•"  ^"«''»'^»^  f<"  "Self." 

fare7'  "  "^  «~''  ^'">  «'»««-to  be  the  sweeter 

JghV'"M"^  ^~'".''"  ^"^'  «he  stiU  be- 
£  Canf^^:-?   ^°"  "°'  '°^"  P**'  Mawdleyn  ?" 

Meg  Mallow  keDTwl^     ""^'^  ^'^'^  ^•'"  where 
much  im^^  thT         '^"'*"''''  "'^  e^tly  how 

over  her  C^Ty^"  ^^'  ^"^  drew  the  scarf 

BrazenheadT:;^  «.U    "iS  thalTlT'^'K^r 
ceived  in  you "  ^  see  that  I  have  been  de- 
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tuSdr  h^rj:r  ^'"^'''^•"  ^"^ »-  -*« 

to  te' tSd  ?h^  ^1^''"  Bmzenhead  so  sha^jly  as 

"By  the  K.rH    T  1  '  "f'^*'"'  '"'•''"  cried  he. 

tPmLJi  .    ,.^'  ^  '°''^  y°"  ^  a  tantrum,  and  was 

would  he.  though  Golias  stood  there,  anj  Fiembr^ 
o7  b^^'X^'  ''^  ^^'--^--s.  with  Stg 
GrS'as?TJ  "'','  '^,*^"'  ^°'  ^  ^P^  advisedly! 

hu7tf  ^\ ''  ^""17'^  y°"  ^""^  ^"  i'^Jing  thaTway 
^.•^b^  ctk— »*^'  ^'"  '"-^  yourW^S 

h!m  r^  .'"""  ^^^  '■'  ^''^-  M^"'fied,  she  suffered 
him  o  lift  her  caught  hand  to  his  lips.  The  lantern 
dangled  and  flashed  as  the  white  hand  ^L^Tn 
to  what  Captain  Brazenhead  called  its  h^e  The 
ceremony  performed-"  What  seek  you  now  of  me 
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lady?"  he  asked     "Breathe  it  low-oh,  low'-Iest 

£t"Tan  oJh  i^;^o"^  '°-  '^"^^  --  -<1 
Lady  Say  regained  her  hand  as  she  had  already 

?n     ftt  nr  K  Kwu^'''°  ''^  ''""^'^^  X^^rs  to  do  it 

r^ui^d'of  ;o'"  "'  "'"''    ^°'  '^^^  ^'^  ^ 

"Love!"  cried  Captain  Brazenhead,  to  whom  the 

vow  was  as  the  trumpet  to  a  courser,  as  the  SS/  to 

n.tht.^"^'"^"""^  ^"'^  ^  '"^'den  attentive  under  a 

TJ,^  I T^       ^^  *^^^  '^'s  swoJ-d  and  held  it  aloft 

The    antem   swung   like   a   dapper  in  the  wS 

By  this   sword,  by  this  notch-fringed  sword    as 

^Z::^  ^''  ''"^  ^'  ^  ^^«'^  -  a  pond-hea" 

"i™d  mheTnS  T  ""^''^  p^'p^^  "^y  ^-y  ">«^-- 

said  "if^o  ^»^"  y°"  '^^"'  ""y  Wend,"  she 
said  ,f  for  no  better  reason  than  that  the  vicinage 
must  needs  hear  you  also,  and  for  that  ^Tfs 
ZiZ^^  '^  u  ^"'^  "^  ^'''-    ^'  ^^  not  heir  you 

f^^ouTS'.  ^V^'^''  ^^  y°"  ^'^  ^^'nethin^SS 
lor  our  Ladv's  sake,  hot-foot  " 

"To'^'urm^tS''''' '"  "•'  ^^P'^^  ^--'^'^-d. 

"My  matter,"  sa.:d  she,  "is  simple.    The  Lord  of 

Clun  wears  about  his  neck  my  forefinger  rint     He 

must  wear  it  no  longer  than  thL  day  foftnighUorl 
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three  weeks  my  lord  returns  to  Knole,  and  if  he 
miss  It  from  my  finger  he  wiU  beat  me.  Now  you 
know  the  ring."  ' 

Captain  Brazenhead  did  know  it.  "The  ring  the 
ring!  Often  have  I  kissed  it,  as  God  Hveth  to  give 
rings.  That  ring  was  a  plain  hoop  of  gold  wire— 
wherem  a  sard-stone  of  size-whereon  a  figure  of  the 
boy  Amor,  quite  naked,  entangled  by  the  wings  in  a 
net.    And  you  gave  it  to  the  songster— fie,  lady!" 

"I  gave  it  him,"  said  she,  "out  of  pity.  Upon  the 
day  when  he  cast  himself  from  this  tree  for  my  sake 
and  was  brought  upon  a  hurdle  to  my  chamber,  upon 
that  fatal  day  did  I  give  him  the  ring." 

"  Tush,"  said  Captain  Brazenhead.  "  And  now " 

"And  now,"  she  said,  speaking  vehemently  and 
with  quickened  breath,  "and  now  I  must  \  we  it 
again  though  you  saw  him  in  two." 

"That,"  said  Captain  Brazenhead  darkly  "will 
be  the  easy  way.    I  shall  devise  a  better." 

"He  did  not  take  it  as  I  had  intended.  He  pre- 
sumed upon  it-he  did  not  know  an  honest  lady 
whose  heart  might  be  touched,  whose  heart  might  be 
conscious  of  hurt  and  neglect  from  a  husband  ten- 
derly loved— but  who  could  never  have  supposed- 
no,  never "  ^^ 

"A  truce  to  your  ladyship's  suppositions,"  said 
Captam   Brazenhead.    "To   the   matter.    To   the 
matter.    This  ring  he  wears  upon  his  person  ?    Gk)od 
But  his  person— where  is  that?" 

"You  will  find  it,"  she  said  confidently,  "whereso- 
ever it  be." 
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,Z'^^^  7"'  ^'  '^°"S^  I  <^ross  the  Libyan  des^ 
upon  my  knees,"  he  vowed 

too  slow.  I  can  give  you  seven  days  to  find  Lord 
Clun,  seven  days  in  which  to  regain  my  ring  and 
seven  for  your  return.    I  believe'that  Z  TS  Na 

"In  Navarre,  lady?" 

"In  Navarre.    His  sister  Ann,  you  must  know 
married  the  Count  of  Picpus  "  ' 

.ho^^The  H?r  W^  ^'1  ^"^  "^  '^  he  had  been 

and  wel'Lf  ^"'^"^  ^^"^^^'^  '^^^^'  ^is  heart, 

"Picpus!"      He  breathed  the  word  inward   not 

Sr^'pTcJ^s'^^'l  P"'^"^^  ^  Europlntut 

"I  have  no  reason  to  suppose  so.    The  Count  of 

fc'^T    rel  t,^^^""'^'  °"  *^^  -SS  o1 
Sn     iLr  '  ,^  ^''^^^'  y°"  ^'"  find  my  Lord 

Clun     My  counsel  to  you  is  to  have  as  little  ks  mlv 
be  to  do  with  the  Count  of  Picpus."  ^ 

The  Captain  stared  and  muttered;  but  luckflv  sh^ 
could  not  see  him,  and  so  impugn  hi^  courage  ^^«t 

mucn        He  added  m  an  altered  tone,  "Youmu<;t 
know  that  afo  etime  there  were  many  C^^c 

wh^riT^^"^^  ^^y-  7"'  "'^^-     "I  '""St  not  know 
What  I  have  no  wish  to  know,"  she  said     "tZ 

Pomt  IS  immaterial.    A  score  Counts  of  PicpS 
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should  be  nothing  to  my  soldier  of  fortune."  Lightly 
she  touched  hun  on  the  arm.  "  Go  then,  and  at  once 
my  soldier  of  Fortune,  and  know  that  I  requite  ser- 
vices by  kmdness,  ever.  My  woman  Meg  has 
money  and  '-omfort  for  you.    She  should  be  near 

J^^9°^^'  ^*^  ^^^ '^'  "ladam,"  said  Captain  Bra- 

"That  is  weU,"  said  the  lady  of  Knole.    "Give 

me  your  hand  to  the  privy  postern,  and  then  you 

may  return  for  your  furnitures  at  the  hands  of  Meg  " 

Trust  me  lady,"  said  Captain  Brazenhead,  and 

handed  her  through  the  bracken. 


I'  'i 


IV 


His  interview  with  the  sloe-eyed  maid  was  brief 
but  is  material.  ' 

"The  money,"  quoth  she,  "is  safe  upon  my  per- 
son—and my  person  you  say  is  your  own.  There- 
fore it  may  remain  upon  my  person." 

"Ay,  lady,  ay,  but  look  you " 

"I  look,"  said  she,  "to  you— and  you,  I  know,  to 
me." 

"By  this  sword "  he  began. 

"Leave  your  sword,  Captain,"  she  said  quickly. 
"You  may  need  it  for  Lord  Clun.  Now  mark  me. 
I  am  a  girl  of  character.  Either  you  make  me  what 
you  vowed  no  maiden  had  ever  been  made  by  you— 
or  the  money  remains  where  it  is,  and  your  sword 

where  it  is.    This  you  do  at  cockcrow  mass  or " 

"  But,  Peg,  consider !  Consider,  my  solace !  What ! 
I  wed  you  and  fly  your  arms!  Never,  by  the  Kings 
of  Cologne!"  * 

"We  fly  together,  dear  heart,"  she  said  mildly, 
"or  we  fly  not  at  all;  but  rather  I  return  to  my  lady's 
chamber  and  report  your  false  vows  of  love  to  me, 

and  false  vows  of  duty  to  her.    And  then " 

Captain  Brazenhead  had  one  of  those  moments  of 
doubt  which  attack  the  strongest  men.    King  David 
had  many,  King  Solomon  had  too  many,   Julius 
asa 
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Oesar  had  one,  Alexander  the  Great  a  dozen.  To 
go  back  was  impossible,  to  go  fomard-agatost  a 
Count  of  P  CPUS— "for  I  tnn"  K»  „i  ^5""!='.* 
himsplf  "T  t^t  ,'    "^  gloomed  withm 

rTlL  r  ^^^  pretended  to  the  circlet  of  Pic- 
pus-ah,  and  to  a  Countess  of  Picpus,  by  Cock'"! 
g  go  forward-well,  ne«ls  must  be  as  the^FaSwiU. 
He  threw  up  his  head.  His  "Ha!"  rang  brave  v 
Lke  a  ehaUenge  to  the  stars.  "Come  rSy  S 
Come,  my  ,    Uet!    T.^-^ether  we  will  fkre,  and  5o- 

hCs2;SgT"'™^-^^--^°'^«-- 

And  he  clasped  her  to  his  heart. 


^1 

II 
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in,Ll  "?  "^^T^  ^^^  "'^g^^  °^  a  memorable 
journey,  made  m  the  barque  Bonne  Espirance-a. 
^rque  whose  name  alone  gave  memories-from 
Sandwich  to  Bordeaux,  for  they  were  stages  for  Cap- 
tain Brazenhead  of  little  ease,  and  for  his  lady  als^. 
A  broodmg  fit  was  upon  the  fine,  sanguine  man,  which 
glazed  his  eyes  palsied  his  tongue,upset  his  stomach 

within  him;  small  beer  grew  no  smaller  in  his  un- 

S'nn.  f  ^?^--    ^^^V^J>''=*>  ^^  never  failed  him. 
did  not  fail  hrm  now;  but  he  loved  ruefully,  as  a  man 

ir  ■.  ?'l''''^'^  ^^  '"•■^^'^^^  ^'  °n«  by  his 
Sv  '^  th'^  t''  ^^r'"-  ^'  "  """""^"t  he  would 
^' .  »  !  1^^^  ^  *=^°  ^'■^^^  °^d  White-Face,  the  chill 
guesV'  at  the  next,  "Avaunt,  woman,  thou  knowest 
not  the  horrid  tale."  She  did  not  know  it,  and  he 
could^not  teU  her;  by  consequence  she  pictured  ft 
more  horrid  than  any  tale  could  be-except  the  tale 
which  I  have  to  tell.  Strange  names  were  often  upon 
his  Jips  uneasily  moving  there  like  wanderers  by  the 
gates  of  cities-aliens  who  dared  neither  out  nor  in. 

dreX-h^^'^lf  °^*'''°'-  "^'•^P"^-'  O  word  of 
dread!  he  would  mutter;  and  then  "Fie  upon  thee, 
wench,  for  a  light  o'  love-Oh.  Nicole,  oh,  straw- 
haired  queanl"    He  became  sententious,  with  Meg 
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wondering  upon  his  knee.    "What  said  the  Young 

rather  My  lord'-as  was  then,  as  you  may  say,  the 
due  of  my  long  sword  and  hairy  arm,  'My  lord,  your 
ordshjp  shall  travel  the  length  and  breadth  of  yoS 
o.dship  s  seigniory,  and  find  no  man  more  wretched 
than  this  one.'  'What  one,  O  barefoot  young  man  ?• 
said  I  astonied;  and  he  answered,  'He  who  having 
ventured  all  for  his  belly,  now  findeth  his  bellyall  he 
hath  to  venture  withal!'  Great  words  in  one  so 
young  and  so  barefoot.    But  he  was  a  poet,  God  be 

A^.K°  rf  ^""t:^  ^^'  ^'^  ^''^'  ^"d  a  lover." 
And  then  he  fell  to  his  glooming  again  and  his  mutter- 
ing of  'Picpus!    Picpus!    O  word  of  dread!"  and 

^nTi^Tj  u-^^^^  "P  '*'"  "^'"^"'  P^"sed  in  his  toil 
and  hailed  him  as  "Old  SaUowguts"  and  had  no  re- 
tort at  all  I  was  not  weU  with  Captain  Brazenhead 
when  such  things  could  be. 

Mistress  Meg  was  a  lass  of  spirit  and  resource,  who 
had  not  been  principal  bedchamber  woman  to  a  die- 
away  baroness  for  nothir ,  All  that  could  be  done 
to  stimulate  a  flagging  hero  with  glancing  eye,  finger 

inthe  mouth  sidelong  look,  oraffectionate  disposition 
of  the  shoulder  was  done,  and  handsomeirdone 
Bu.  when  they  were  done  in  vain,  the  spetm  injuria 
formw  grew  hot  within  her,  kindled,  and  burst  forth 

hh^^'-'  ■  tu'^'^  "P°"  ^^  ^''^^^S  beard,  upon 
his  straining  belt;  she  reproached  him  for  his  figure 
upon  his  nose  that  drooped  to  his  chin,  upon  his  chin 
that  lapped  upon  his  chest  like  idle  waves  in  summer, 
bhe  caUed  him  pot-valiant,  a  chamber  hero,  a  knight 
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den'^&'^K.Vu-^'-^Shter,  a  cock  of  the  mid- 

Who    h.s  Picpus?    Who  thy  barefoot  poet?      Let 
me  td   thee,  thou  Scandal  of  Christianr  tat  thtr 
^^Sthv  P-  '''"  ''°"  ^^'°^^'  ^"d  g-«  thee  S 

Ts  thou    I^^^'Jl"- ^  ^"^  ^  '""'■'^  °f  K«"'  ^«  kind 
as  thou,  in  thy  abominations,  thy  freckled  French 

woma.^  p.e  me  no  kis.,  thou^stale  poiSr^o^ 

th^L^^^^  ^'I ''°"''  ^^'''S  ^^P  "  his  dejection;  and 
the  spires  and  turrets  of  Bordeaux,  the  shining  river 

spread  their  gallant  invitations  vainly  before  as  dis 
united  a  pair  as  ever  left  England  aLi  in  ^  and 
viewed  fair  France  back  to  bick      ^  "" '"^  ^"^ 

cusToms'^S'  V^"  ''"^'"^'  '^^  'l"^™^^  ^ith  the 
S  Ifi  ^  T^  "^  ^'^''*  °^  wharf-men.  mendi- 
cants, hmpmg  veterans,  and  bold  women  restored  a 

tussles.  "Avaunt,  spawn  of  Mahomet!  Out  u^n 
ye,  night-witches!  Pickthanks,  I  spurn  yeV"  sS 
were  the  bold  words  of  Captain  BrazeS/ad  as  wiS 
flashing  ^e  and  bristhng  Ltrils  he  dro^e'int^S 
press.    But  even  so  his  ills  overtook  him  for  scarce 

TW  w?      o^  ^  """"^y-    "Pickthanks,  said  II 
There  was  a  P.cpus,  I  do  remember.    Wo^  is  me 
for  Picpus  Uvesvptc    ti,-„  u    j       ■        """e  is  me, 
^     uves  yet !      His  head  sank  once  more,  his 


THE  LAST  ADVENTURE  353 

ThTfi?  '"  ^  ^^''  '"""^^^y  ^'  l^'J  »he  way  into 
the  town,  msensibly  to  himself,  but  led  nevertheleS 

«   Ik?".'  ''' '"  f eiTonnifere,  and  inevitably,  as  surely 
as  a  bhnd  man  is  puUed  by  his  dog  to  the  butS 
shop,  to  the  threshold  of  the  tavern  of  The  Stag 
Now  this  was  an  mn  of  memories.    At  the  door  it  is 

S^H  ;?p'T.^'r  u*'""'^  ^'"^^'i'  '^'-'  "p  his  hid! 

and  slapped  his  forehead  a  resounding  crack  "Not 
here  O  seventh-bom,  not  here!  Ha!  Nicole  of  the 
gillyflower,  not  here!"  But  Meg  Mallow  out  of 
patience  with  his  tantrums,  urged  him  forwJd  w"  h  a 
vigorous  punch  in  the  small  of  the  back.  iT  was 
done  with  the  knee.   "In  with  thee,  thou  jelly-bJ?' 

ner  fast.  It  need  hardly  be  said  that  such  thinES 
had  never  happened  to  the  hero  before.  HeadS 
to  hio  destiny.  Captain  Brazenhead  plunged  into  The 
Stag  and  scattered  a  cheerful  company 


VI 

There  were  three  capuchins  sipping  old  ale;  there 
were,  upon  the  knees  of  these  worthies  three  dmS 
of  mechajiic^l  smiles  and  very  shrill  laughter;  there 
was  an  old  cheese-wife  called  Joyeuse;  there  were  two 
apprentices  who  ought  to  have  known  better,  and  one 
chantiy-pnest  who  did  not.    In  the  midst  was  a  very 
taU  man  masked,  and  leaning  upon  a  naked  sword, 
who,  the  moment  he  saw  the  newcomers,  fixed  his 
piercing  eyes  (one  saw  them  Uke  smouldering  bea- 
cons through  the  holes)  upon  Meg  MaUow  and  never 
took  them  ofif  her  for  a  single  instant.    Whose  was 
this  awful  form  ?    Whose  were  these  enkindled  eyes  ? 
Who  had  a  nose  so  long  and  bony,  so  bushed  about 
the  nostrils  y  ^h  black  hairs,  so  shining  with  heat 
that  you  coula  have  lit  a  slow  match  at  it,  and  fired 
a  powder-magazme  comfortably  ?    With  such  a  nose 
you  would  have  no  need  of  a  street-lamp  to  fetch  you 
to  your  home.    A  pillar  of  fire  by  night!    And  by 

1^  f  w-!^^^"i.'*'  ^°  ^'"  "P  '*^  '"^J^sty  from  hardy 
eyes!  With  such  a  nose  what  must  the  rest  not  be  ? 
But  nothing  was  to  be  seen  of  the  remaining  features 
saving  «ie  deep-recessed,  burning,  and  steady-gazing 
eyes.  Captam  Brazenhead-for  the  first  time  in  hi! 
life  of  violence  and  crime  and  gallantry-gaped,  be- 
reft of  utterance,  upon  his  own  equal-ahs!  upon  his 
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more  than  equal.  For  who,  under  heaven's  beam, 
could  this  be  but  himself  as  b-  knew  himself? 
Cowed  and  dazzled,  he  saluted  the  company  mechan- 
ically, and  received  their  salutations.  The  masked 
magnifico  acknowledged  him  with  a  mere  jerk  of  the 
head:  all  his  interest  was  turned  upon  the  sloe-eyed 
Mistress  Meg. 

Never  was  so  humble  an  entry  of  so  splendid  a  per- 
son.   Captain  Brazenhead,  after  a  few  moments  of 
effort  which  started  the  sweat  in  every  gland,  gave 
over  and  leaned  against  the  wall.    Before  the  enquir- 
ing serving-maid  he  was  speechless:  it  was  Meg 
Mallow  who  ordered  sheep's  trotters  in  vinegar,  black 
bread  and  beer;  and  it  was  she  who  ate  most  of  this 
rare  provand  when  it  came.    The  company  in  the 
inn,  after  raising  of  eyebrows  and  essays  of  the  nose, 
after  a  wink  here,  a  clack  of  the  tongue  there,  a 
"H'm,  a  choice  piece  for  so  much  ruin  to  hold,"  and 
the  like  impertinence,  resumed  its  varied  occupation. 
The  tall  masked  figure  only  seemed  still  absorbed 
in  the  new-comers,  was  still  closely  observant  of  the 
damsel,  and  entirely  unconscious  of  her  cavalier;  was 
still  inscrutably  silent,  with  a  kind  of  suspended  pur- 
pose in  his  meditations,  rather  dreadful  to  consider. 
His  air  was  the  air  of  a  hawk  in  the  blue  as,  high  above 
a  gorse-bespread  common,  he  soars  and  waits— to 
the  consternation  of  the  finches  who  flutter  and  dart 
in  and  out  of  their  prickly  cover.    The  figure  is  not 
so  exact  as  it  might  be;  for  in  The  Stag  there  was 
neither  flutter  nor  darting— and  there  was  only  one 
finch.    Captain  Brazenhead,  th'  .eenth  Champion  of 
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doors,  the  inward  Z,^T  '  ^  ^'"^'"8  "P^"  °^ 
flood  of  iLnrTTT^f  °^  men-at-arms;  a  sudden 
mostly  drS     -?Jl?'  ^  """.  '''"''"^  *'"»  «'Wiers, 

a  leader  7ri«  ^  ^     f "  ^'  '^"'^"f"  cries  to 

iwucr,  cnes  of  devotion  to  a  cause     Th»  toii 

masked  man  was  the  centn.  of  »k-  •      "^  '*" 

fi^ed  point  in  the  flo^  1?        *"'°'™"°"°"' '^^^  0"^ 

calm  Z  unwSing^hS  'aK'^"  ?^  ''"^ 
He,  it  was  to  be^IL  '^  ,^"  ^T  '"'«*^  *  '^°*'- 
devotion:  hfa  w^^^,       'he  leader,  to  him  their 

Suddenly  hfe,rrdfl«^T',^""  '^^  K'°^'°  ^^^i- 

•poke.  '4rar^^£'iit;'-'^"'\«^^'"'^''« 

the  pewter  pots  uL  tZ  ^'. '"  '"^'^  *°"«»  that 
l^  Vnd  S  C  ';:""»P'f  f  "led  upon  their 

the  street.  Thf  LL™  "^-^^  ''""'^'"^  °"*  ^t° 
withinSrsJuttlSTthfTf'"   -""^  "°«^«J 

^^rte'^  sr^ '--  -  rst:s 

Sy.  Ki  S  Cfe^'^^'^^-k,^ 

the  floor     H-  7         swords  m  the  sun,  he  crossed 

X«etr;  hrsidof  r?T  ^'•'^' 

shoulder,  and  in  that^  ten  Irl  '  l^'uf  T'  '^" 
tetters,  beer  and  blS  Sd  h1  rl-^/'i^'^P''' 
centreof  thedamscl-rbreaof  "P^f  ^""^^^  '°  '^"^ 
•ern^ly^andsheSi'SoJ^tm"^'"^^-^^ 
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Captain  Bnuenhead,  the  colour  of  death,  was  left 
«oe  occupant  of  the  kitchen  of  The  Stag.  -^^^ 
J^.  nwtfonleas,  leaden,  and  vast,  for  how  fonTthJ 
I/)nl  only  knows.  The  trampling  of  horses  and 
jmghng  of  harness  had  died  down ;  llready  he  vofce 
of  the  man  who  sold  cat's-meat  had  gained  the  ms! 

»nhS  ,  ^^™  ut'  """P^y-  Then  Capttin  Bra- 
Si'  "'r.r'^"  ^Kony.  lifted  up  his  head. 
Remote  unfnended.  solitary,  slow,  he  defied  his  af- 
fem.  H,s  fist  smote  the  table;  his  voice  made  his 
^-   S'  S^u     ^^y  ^^^  ^"•^  Ws  father,  but  I-^ 

1^    '.^/         ^""""J,  °'""'"  "^U  ""^  BraiTnhead 
H.  .  /I  T  P""'''^  '*'^'  '^""K^^  nobody  heard 

the  sta^        '*''""'  ^""^  ''"'°'''*^  ^^^^'y  *"'« 


l( 


VII 

How  Captain  Brazenhead  stole  a  horse  need  not 
be  recounted ;  but  a  horse  he  stole,  and  never  a  better, 
and  followed  as  hard  as  could  be  the  road  taken  by 
the  veiled  stranger  and  his  cavalcade.    It  was  the 
sou';hem  road,  as  he  vividly  recalled,  which  in  the 
company  of  one  Pym  of  the  drooped  eyelid  he  had 
taken  many  years  before,  in  those  wild  days  when  he 
had  put  a  clove  carnation  stalk  between  the  bright 
lips  of  Nicole  La-Grace-de-Dieu,  and  had,  of  the  sud- 
denest,  turned  from  his  journey  and  pelted  back  to 
Bordeaux,  to  wrest  that  fair  maid  from  Simon  Mus- 
champ,  to  lay  Simon  fast  bound  upon  the  larder  shelf, 
to  assume  the  name  and  dignity  of  Count  of  Picpus| 
to  make  Nicole  his  Countess,  and  to  follow  the  call 
for  help  which  sounded  in  his  ears  from  far  Provence 
and  Madame  Roesia  Des-Baux.  Alack,  those  golden 
days  of  vaunt  and  vagrancy— no  vagrant  was  he  now, 
with  no  vaunting  at  his  need!    No,  but  a  man  over- 
weary of  his  paunch  who  had  been  robbed  of  his  mis- 
tress, honour,  and  purse  by  some  tall  rascal,  as  like 
what  he  himself  had  been  as  one  pea  is  like  his  neigh- 
bour in  the  pod.    "That  trickster  stood  up  my  very 
self,"  he  mused.    "My  inches,  my  trenchant  way 
with  all  and  sundry,  my  great  nose,  my  fire.    Ha, 
mart  de  Dieut"    And  he  faced  the  sun  with  his  ques- 
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tion.  "And  who  but  Brazenhead  h  B  azcnbead's 
peer?"  They  say  that  somewhere  in  snn^c  ■  isy 
coign  of  this  earth,  there  lives  and  wc  -k  the  cov  ifer- 
part  of  every  mother's  son.  If  this  were  no-y  his 
double  brought  up  in  dreadful  rivaby?  If  he  were 
to  come  to  the  grapple  with  himself— lock  arms, 
crook  with  the  legs,  engage  with  teeth  and  desperate 
fingers,  grunt  breath  for  hot  breath  with  himself? 
Madness  lay  in  the  very  thought;  he  dare  not  picture 
It.  Nor  dare  he  let  slip  in  fear,  even  into  the  vestibule 
of  his  heart,  that,  in  such  a  battle,  not  he,  as  he  stood 
here,  would  prevail.  "The  knave  hath  my  ancient 
suppleness;  his  joints  are  greased  with  that  grease  I 
had  once.  The  knave  hath  my  licking  tongue  that 
smoothed  down  the  words  till  they  were  slab  as  butter. 
He  hath  my  lightsome  heart,  my  brain  of  fire.  And 
what  have  I,  old  Brazenhead  the  steward,  but  this 
sagging  paunch,  these  rheumy  eyes,  this  long  tooth, 
and  this  gray  beard?  Alack,  alack,  the  mighty  fall 
before  the  battle  is  cried." 

These  were  no  thoughts  for  a  long  journey,  but  he 
could  find  no  better.  He  rode  through  the  melan- 
choly wastes  which  men  call  Landes,  for  no  better 
reason  belike  than  that  they  are  three  parts  water, 
careless  of  his  charger's  paces,  careless  of  who  saw 
him  or  whom  he  saw,  chewing  the  sour  cud  of  his 
thoughts,  and  mindful  of  the  under-current  of  spheral 
music  which  said,  rhythmically,  steadily,  and  with 
mufHed  tones,  "Brazenhead,  Brazenhead,  thou  man 
of  deeds;  Brazenhead,  O  Brazenhead,  thine  hour  is 
r.gh."    He  climbed  long  stretches  of  scrubby  heath, 
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scarce  broken  by  trees,  descended  slopes  of  the  same 
to  manshes,  sat  pools,  lagoons  of  r^  and  S 

S  ^f  S'  Z  ""^  ^°^  P'^^^'  ^"  ""^«y  way  h  and 
out  of  boulders,  over  pebble  ridges,  round  aS 

desolate  dunes,  through  the  silent  streets  of  vHWe 

where  pale  children  stalked  on  stilts,  and    cS 

women  crossed  themselves  to  see  the  gloomy  vSor 

Sometimes  he  had  tidings  of  the  company  Srehta 

sometimes  could  gather  none;  but^n^e  pushS' 

nursmg  the  wrath  to  come,  and  forward  fa?S  the 

good  stout  horse,  with  his  nose  as  often  to  the^nd 

His  thoughts  foraged  in  the  future  without  zesf 
they  explored  the  past,  but  found  no  comfort  th^' 
For  no  sooner  did  they  find  themselves  in  tSe  gowS 

on  a  chill  wind  came  his  present  case  to  blot  out  aU 
the  sun  and  turn  the  warmth  to  dreariment.    Feats 
of  anm,  feats  of  Love-encounters  in  both  kiSs 
where  he  was  always  the  flushed  conqueror  of  wSa 
avail  these  stirring  themes  when  now  he  knew  hiS 

that?  But  If  Meg  Mallow-black-eyed  slut^ould 
pass  him  over,  was  she  not  iU-advLd,  mtd^Sr 
chance,  bitten  by  worm  or  poisonous  gn^t^Ah^to 

Se°^rn'"~''V"P  ""  ^y^^--^  hone^- 
l^ker'  W.r  S'^.r'^"^  ^^^°f°°'  that  sidelong 
tMnk  ^f  w  f  f '  '-^f  ^'^"'^'  °^  ^^^  threshold-to 
thmk  of  Joconde!  There  at  least  was  happy  mem- 
ory, envisagmg  Besanfon's  narrow  streets,  rKfe 
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and  the  ':ustle  and  brawl  of  the  minster  close  when 
the  prentices  were  out  and  my  Lord  of  Turenne's 
men  disputed  the  ground  with  them.  And  Bor- 
Sf'  ^^'^Jf^"^' and  droop-eyed  Pym,  and  the  fair 
Nicole  La-Grace-de-Dieu-ply,  Memory,  ply,  thou 
hast  a  stout  web  before  thee!  What  m  Jo  wS 
mn  could  withstand  so  mad  a  wooer  ?  Not  for  sure 
Nicole  La-Grace-de-Dieu.    He  won  her  5h  a  gmy-' 

"BTL'f  TS'  ^^'  ^''^  ^  Countess's  ciffi. 
Be  Madame  de  Picpus,  and  my  bride!"  he  had  said 

™  "15"^  [^r  ,^™°°  Muschamp,  that  singing- 
mouse,  the  while?  Strapped  like  a  ham  on  the 
arder  she  f.  O  lovely,  kind,  glowing  Nicole,  not  for 
hee  to  refuse  this  blusterous  wooer!  But  n;w-ah, 
soft!  Twas  Liperata's  turn-that  meek  and  lovely 
soothfast  one.  For  what  a  fate  was  she  resemd 
widow  of  an  assassin,  but  Duchess  of  Milan'  He' 
Brazenhead,  had  called  her  his  partridge,  and  made 

n\       ?^^?!^''-    ^"'^^^^^^   of   Milan,    Liperata 
Duchess  of  Milan,  alma  conjux  of  the  mighty  Duke 
Salomon  Testadirame,  Duke  of  Milan!    What  dizzy 
heights,  what  windy  places  for  a  little  woman  caUed  a 
mans  partridge!    Ply,   Memory,   ply  this  golden 
thread  m  thy  spreading  woof,  that  fhe  falling  hero 
enwrapped  in  its  amplitude,  may  watch  thy  bright 
meander  and  take  its  comfort  to  his  own' 
<^ryi?J"'''  provender  did  Captain  Brazenhead, 
r^frt       l,"T  ""'.^'"'^  pilgrimage,  feed  his  hungrJ 
heart;  and  when,  after  a  meal  of  the  sort,  he  glanced 
down  at  his  sliding  chest,  and  marked  ho^  very  much 
It  was  engulfed  m  his  lower  reaches,  there  was  noth- 
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mg  for  It  but  to  begin  again,  and  make  another  attack 
upon  his  stored  memory— in  which  the  Sultan  of 
Persia,  two  Popes  of  Rome  and  Avignon,  the  long- 
armed  Bilboan,  and  other  heroes  of  antiquity  and  his 
own  day  played  parts  not  inferior  to  his  own.    And 
so  he  memorised  and  glowed,  and  so  he  looked  at  his 
paunch  and  felt  acold.    And  all  this  took  up  a  fuU 
three  weeks,  which  was  all  the  time  allowed  by  my 
Lady  Say  to  find  the  Lord  of  Clun,  cut  him  in  half 
recover  the  forefinger  ring,  and  return  with  it  to 
Knole.    But  his  own  troubles  had  so  far  swaUowed 
up  his  patron's  that  if  you  had  reminded  him  of  her 
he  would  have  turned  upon  you  with  the  reply,' 
There  is  no  such  lady  as  my  Lady  Say,  and  the  Lord 
of  Clun  hath  no  middle  the  which  to  sever  at  a 
blow!" 


VIII 

At  the  end  of  the  third  week  he  had  crossed  the 
frontier  of  Navarre,  and  was  close  up  to  the  mountain 
ramparts  of  its  southern  boundary. 

He  had  had  tidings  before  ever  he  saw  the  snow- 
clad  peaks.    My  Lord  of  Picpus,  he  had  been  told, 
with  a  gay  company  of  minstrels,  lovers,  ladies,  and 
running  dogs  had  gone  into  the  mountains  for  his 
pleasure.    They  were  to  hold  a  Court  of  Love,  in 
which  the  Count  himself  was  to  take  the  field  against 
all  comers;  a  Court  of  Beauty  in  which  a  Golden 
Plum  was  to  be  bestowed  upon  his  lordship  by  the 
chosen  fair.    Why,  in  God's  name,  upon  his  lord- 
ship? he  had  cried  out,  and  had  been  answered,  be- 
cause his  lordship  was  about  to  be  victor  in  the  lists. 
To  which  the  only  answer  Captain  Brazenhead  had 
to  hand  was,  "Oh,  was  he  so?"    And  when  to  the 
assurance  that  so  he  was,  Captain  Brazenhead  with 
an  oath  had  replied,  "Let  this  false  Picpus  look  for 
me,"  the  answer  of  the  blinking  cleric,  his  informant, 
had  been,  "His  lordship  will  deal  with  you,  sir,  as 
King  Solomon  with  the  Queen  of  Sheba— in  whom, 
we  read,  after  treatment,  there  was  no  more  spirit  at 
all.    It  is  clear,  dear  sir,"  the  good  man  had  added, 
"that  you  know  not  the  prowess,  and  have  not  had 
report  of  the  deeds  of  him  we  call  Count  of  Picpus. 
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He  is  the  mightiest  lover  and  swiftest  smiter  I  dare 
^y.  of  any  now  caUing  Christ  his  RedeeS.  'tS 
tt?i?   :,^  .^^°  *''  ™^"'  ^^  °"^«  took  the  Pope  by 

Wisu  ^P^'^°«'Phe'•.  he  slew  three  hundred  Ana- 
and  ho  J.H  ,?P'"",  B'^^'^ead  threw  up  his  head 
and  howled  like  a  dog.  "Miserable  priest,  'twas 
myself  who  achev.d  all  thi^and  merer  he'roS 
at  him  But  the  priest  shook  his  head.  "Not 
likely,"  he  said,  "not  likely.  These  are  the  deeJ 
of  a  younger  man.  That  beard,  that  swelliW 
rr'^"  .  ^"*  ^'P'^'°  Brazenhe^d,  too  proud  to 
Sdt.''"''  *^  "^"*^''^^'  ^^^  clergym'an.and 

dar^'"'H.«'^"'^l^"'  ^^'  *^'<*  ^'  flies,  and 
DrL-nf !        ^!J  ''^  •  ""^  °"  ^  rock-littered  hillside 
preening  a  ragged  wing,  and  anon  pausing  to  croak 
his  misfortune  to  the  empty  air.    He  saw  a  tW 
legged  fox-a  very  bad  sign.    He  saw  .  sheep  onis 

Sil''^  T";  ^'^'''■■"S  ^^'^  him.  He^2la 
bhnd  beggar  lead  another  into  a  water-course.  He 
saw  three  wenches  and  a  clown,  which  is  too  many! 
mel  h  ^'f  Jr'°  ^"^  ^  ''^^^'  ^hich  is  too  few 

trv  stare?^  ?  t  r  '°  *'"  '^^™  ^'^  g°«d  fortune, 
«Ky  stared,  looked  at  one  another,  and  laughed 
Then  said  one,  "Avaunt,  thou  old  g^at,"  and  S 
shrilled  together.  Heavy  tidings  aU  the^,  to  a  m^n 
on  edge  with  sensibility.  .^"aman 

He  entered  a  gloomy  defile  where  a  bridle-path  was 
cut  out  of  the  rock,  and  the  crags  closed  Tab^e 
you  ahnost  to  shut  out  the  light  of  the  sky.    He  ad! 
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dressed  himself  to  God  and  pushed  forward.    There 
seemed   no  way  out— so  far  as  eye  could  pierce 
the  murk   there  was  nothing  to  be  seen  but  rock 
answering  to  rock,  and  peak  edg  Jig  upon  peak.    If 
the  joyous  company  had  passed  this  way,  it  must  have 
been  in  file,  and  it  were  strange  that  some  hint  of 
theu:  going  had  not  been  left  upon  bush  or  sharp- 
toothed  stone.    But  search  the  most  anxious  revealed 
little  or  nothing.    A  scrap  or  two  of  paper  with 
music  scored  upon  it ;  a  word  or  two  upon  it, "  O  love, 
alasl"  or  "Ah,  breast  of  snow!"    To  Captain  Bra- 
zenhead,  who  had  never  been  a  reader,  these  waifs 
of  story  told  nothing.    A  filament  of  silk,  stained  red 
and  green,  told  him  more.    He  preserved  it  carefully; 
and  then  a  faded  rosebud — and  then  a  glove.    I 
don't  know  what  he  had  expected— whether  that  the 
company  should  have  shed  garment  after  garment, 
kicked  off  their  shoes,  or  hung  portraits  of  themselves 
upon  the  box  and  Juniper  bushes  with  which  the 
mountains  were  thick;  but  he  was  disappointed  with 
his  relics.    "All  goes  amiss  with  me,  good  lack. 
The   time    was  when,  stern-chasing  like  this,  she 
would  have  left  me  clear  word  that  I  was  to  follow. 
A  lock  of  her  lustrous  hair,  maybe,  a  tooth-pick  that 
was  familiar,  a  nail-paring,  or  a  scarf.    But  no!    Old 
Brazenhead,  the  mighty  lover,  hath  loved  his  last. 
Shame,  shame  on  pretty  women — and  to  the  plague 
with  them  all,  say  I."    But,  even  in  so  saying,  he 
knew  that  he  liid.    It  was  he  who  went  to  the  plague- 
pit,  and  they  that  shunned  it.    The  conqueror  was 
conquered,  the  fryer  of  hearts  now  toasted  himself 


ri 


306  THE  LAST  ADVENTURE 

upjn  the  grid,  and  Meg  MaUow  basted  him  with 

i.g^  golden  „ta^Twisf  bSs.™s- 

him,  awaiting  he  was     Th'-^'"'  '       '^'''  '^'"^ 
tr^r,\.h„      .^'°^^^s.     The  time  was  at  hand  when 

two  champions  must  prove  each  other 


IX 

Addressed  finally  to  the  adventure,  his  horse 
abandoned,  Captain  Brazenhead  like  some    huge 
bu-d  of  prey  hopped  down  the  rocks— with  arms  ex- 
tended, and  cloak  spread  broad  like  flaggy  wings 
At  every  perch  he  cawed  defiance.    "Have  at  thee 
thief!"    "Dog!  I  dare  thee!"    "False  Picpus,  face 
the  true ! "  and  other  like  challenges.    For  some  time 
the  au:  received  his  cries  and  wafted  them  from  peak 
to  peak  of  the  mountains.    Echo  here  tossed  them 
to  echo  yonder.    The  name  of  Picpus,  the  name  of 
dog  reverberated,  the  one  like  hissing  water  where 
It  boils  m  some  close  inlet  of  the  sea,  the  other,  with 
Its  assonants  of  hog,  log,  bog,  and  th  >  like,  flew  round 
the  valley  like  the  shots  of  a  cannon.    But  the  com- 
pany below,  being  well  out  of  range,  heard  neither, 
and  continued  their  amorous  play. 

Nevertheless  Captain  Brazenhead  descended  by 
leaps  and  bounds,  and,  descending,  hurled  injury 
after  injury  upon  his  unconscious  rival.  So  by  and 
by  one  of  the  seated  ladies  looked  brightly  up  saw 
him,  p,nd  pointed  him  out.  The  minstrels  stopped 
the  thrumming  of  their  lutes;  the  grooms  by  the 
horses  were  aU  attention,  and  the  magnificent  person 
the  centre  of  their  sports,  himself  veered  about  and' 
leaning  upon  his  long  sword,  wrtched  the  calamitous 
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awahing  sJZLTo^t^l^ll'l^.'^'  of  the 
heralded  by  the  flight  of  Jnn^      J,       ^'^^'e-was 

finches,  li^s!  S':i^z^^,rt!t:^^s~ 

nests  and  fastnesses  a,  K„  ft,   .r^'^^°  ^""n  their 
monster  of  theUr     Thet  H""'"'"  "^  ^"""^  ^^«» 

master,  and  partly  becau«.  lf»  t  !i  ■  ^  ^  "^^^ 
breath  at  his  co^a^d  l^w-^  /f  ^''  ^"ke  nor 
all  that  he  couTdTowty  a^"th  '  ''^  ''"?'"  ^^ 
was  aimed  at  hims^U  On  ^i,  .''^^f  P™^'^^  of  that 
dies  with  their  St  ?  ^"^  "'^'^'  ^^^  'hree  la- 
est  huf T,  cM      ^    ?^^''^'"  ^^^ited  him  with  inter- 
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and  stood  at  what  is  called  ease.  The  sun  shone  m 
the  dear  pale  sky.  the  trees  in  their  golden  dress  of  de 
parture  swayed  and  ruffled  in  the  breeze;  the  river 
foamed  and  bickered  as  it  surged  among  the  rc^^ks 
all  that  favoured  span  of  earth  was  at^ace  and 
notbng  m  v.s.ble  creation  gz^ned  and  travailed  but 
man,  and  that  man  Captain  Brazenhead,  the  hero 
w?ajy  and  far  spent,  who  fetched  up  his  brelth  I^ 
the  housewife  water  from  a  weU  by  means  of  a  craz^ 
jvmdlass,  with  creakings  and  groanings  terrible  ?o 

vl"-ln^)h    "P  VK  ?^-  '■"  ^""P'^  ''°''  ^°'  Ws  pur- 
pose, and  then  with  drawn  sword,  and  cloak  thrown 

over  one  shoulder,  stalked  greatly  to  the  prc^f 
Nothmg  m  his  life  became  him  like  this  dreadfulS 
rng  of  ,t.    I  thmk  that  he  knew  what  awaited  him 
here  upon  the  enameUed  sward;  for  when  he  found 
It  his  senses  reeled  no  more.    His  calmness  at  the 
shockmg  discovery  was  proof  against  shock.    Not  a 
word  can  henceforth  be  uttered  by  moralist,  theolo- 
gian or  doctor  of  law  against  this  hero's  ;ssem  al 
magnan.„,rty.    With  cahn  eyes  beneath  his  brSws 
with  those  brows  unruffled,  with  cheeks  unpaled  he 
tfn'ifn""^  himself-himself,  and  To  other 
-and  the  Jad.es  on  the  grass.    Of  these  one  was 

K.T'Z-!^''''l'f  ^^^"°^  °^  '^'  household  of 
Knole,  Mistress  Mallow  the  buxom  and  sloe-eyed 

«.i  i!f!  u""""  "1  mun-ey-coloured  velvet  of  Genoa' 
and  about  her  peaked  head-dress  a  scarf  of  gold  and 
white  gauze.  And  Mistress  Mallow  was  perturbed 
If  her  reprover  was  not.    Words  were  en  The  tip  of 
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tain  Brazenhead  with  n,T  ?'•  ?'"'  confronted  Cap- 

board  by  the Xw  H^^  ""^  '^'  '"""'^'T'  ^«»"  her 
them,  cL^n  upon  sS  E?  wa""  ""^  "''  ^"'^  "P°" 
whose  stalk  herShTSwr  VJr"''"''"°"' 
goodly  green  anH  w  J  "^'  ^own  was  a 
^dy  iaf  demure  as  a  ""'"^  ,T  ^'"^-  ^he  third 
eyes  upon  heTro  if  Z""^^'^  """'  ""^  '''^P'  h^' 
them  you  would  Lelv  *  "!f  T"'  ^''^  '"'«ht  Hft 
brown  She  wasl^avl?7»  *^™  unfathomable 
she  saw  but  orthlLat  ",•"'"':•  ^'  ^"^  ^'^" 
ways,  her  du?v     ^hJ^       J'""''  ^"^  "^^^  thing,  al- 

of  Geni  of'^whfch  tr  ''^.''  '"  "  "'^'^  ^'''^^de 
tawny,  an/the  4'^'^;Slrhf  T  T^^^" 
As  for  the  squire  oftf^      m  ^''^'^^  ^"'l  go'd. 

unveiled,  anTshow  j  a^  snl  H^ff*"''  ''^  **«  ''^^ 
it  might  be   SmTtwt!^''"*^"'^«"'^°f  ^™anof, 

six  fit  four  Sed  JS''"'"/"'""^"-  Straight 
fault,  with  iS£  S  ^"'  ''«'^'  ''"'■'y ''  ^ 
Poait  midway  S^nM J  f^P'  "P^^'^  '«  a 
with  hair  gushtarfroJ^v^''^"M'''"''P^°^  his  ears, 

fromthecrSjnahaTch  '  Tu^  ^^'  water-spra; 

the  backs  of  4  hands  t  JS  ^"^  "^"  '''^  ^''^'^' 
welliniT  fr«™  .    '      °  ^®  tar  as  one  could  see 
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this  was  the  terrible  guardian  of  the  honour  of  three 
ladies,  with  every  one  of  whom  Captain  Brazenhead, 
spent  as  he  was,  was  about  to  claim  intimate  acquaint- 
ance, datmg  in  some  cases,  from  many  years  back. 

•  first  he  came  to  terms,  as  was  fitting,  with  his 
man.  Plucking  at  his  beard  with  one  hand,  shaking 
his  sword  ,n  the  other-"  Thou  purfled  thing,"  said 
Captain  Brazenhead  in  deep  tones  of  a  bell  "thou 
inflamed  weed,  who  from  some  midden-heap  hast 
arisen "  '^ 

But  the  younger  hero  cut  the  words  out  of  his 
mouth,  and  in  a  clear,  smooth  voice  which  wound 
about  the  circumpendent  slopes  like  a  scarlet  ribbon 
picked  up  the  parable  and  turned  it  to  his  own  ex- 
alted  purpose. 

«f  K^if^uf  T}'  '''*'"  °'*^  '^^^^'^•''•'  '^'ng  ^"U  store 
of  high  blood,  descendant  of  kings,  and  king  (or  at 
least  Duke)  by  right  of  sword.  And  inflamed  am  I 
likewise  by  great  endeavour,  even  as  thou  mumblest 
in  thy  toothless  chaps,  O  thou  graybeard,  wagging 

Jl^"^'^  •  T  r't-  ^y  *^°^^'  ^"^  I  "°"e.-  and  I 
cast  it  back  mto  thy  throat  as  all  the  alms  thou  wilt 

get  from  me,  thou  robber  of  infants  and  wheedler  of 
tne  simple. 

Calm  and  unflinching,  Captain  Brazenhead  re- 
proved the  man  by  a  question.  "Dost  thou  not  know 
me  then,  thou  pale  egg  of  evil?  Dost  thou  strike  at 
random  httle  snake  ?    Know  me  then  to  thy  shame 

l.ate  of  Burgundy,  formerly  of  Milan "     Put 

the  other  flamed  high. 

"iafe,  thou!    Formerly,  thoul    Ay,  late  indeed— 
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ay,  thou  stultifier  of  youth.  For  know  thou  me,  as 
now  of  Burgundy,  as  ww  of  Milan-^d  pocket  thy 
stale  sports."  And  then,  to  Captain  Bra'Snhead'J 
entire  dismay,  he  began  this  account  of  himself- 

When  with  this  sword  and  sinewy  arm,  being 
otherwise  mother-naked,  I  slew  the  Sultan  of  Baby- 
lon m  his  pride,  and  aU  the  towers  of  his  chief  city 
rocked  to  see  it,  so  great  was  the  concourse  of  the 
peopl^where  wert  thou,  but  queasing  over  thy  sea- 
coal  fire,  stiirmg  grouts  in  a  pipkin  ?    And  when,  as 

ZfiJT  « *,    T^}^''  ''"'°8  ^  f^"'^  discourse 
rV  %^°'J  l^'^^'  '  ^"^^^  ^  %htly  on  the 
cheek  and  l^de  hmi  prove  himself-where  wert  thou 
but  filling  that  great  beUy  of  thine  with  broken  vict- 
uals under  the  buttery  hatch  ?    And  when  I  plucked 
Milan  from  his  throne,  and  sat  myself  thereupon,  and 
did  judgment  to  all  and  sundry,  having  put  to  rout 
five  thousand  Anabaptists  with  a  shankbone-how 
was  It  then  with  th^?    And  of  my  fighting  m  the  pit 
with  countless  cut-throats-and  of  my  Canlinalat^ 
and  of  my  County  of  Picpus-what  sayest  thou,  old 
foot-m-the-grave?    Am  I,  thinkest  thou,  such  an  one 
as  would  stoop  to  he  to  thee,  having  died  the  death 
these  half-hundred  times?    Foh,  but  thou  art  a 
boaster    I   believe.    Twenty   ^imes  left  for  dead: 

trampled  twelve  times  out " 

But  Captain  Brazenhead  here  gave  a  great  cry- 
so  gr^t  that  itamazed  the  speaker  and  for  a  moment 
stayed  him.    The  elder  man  bent  down  his  crest,  and 
fought  with  his  hands,  as  if  to  clear  the  thick  air 
And  when  he  lifted  up  his  face  again  there  was  that 
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in  It  that  compeDed  respect  unto  what  he  might  do. 
Slowly  now  he  spoke,  and  aU  listened.  "Either 
thou  art  myself,  or  thou  art  nought.  Now  let  me 
put  this  question  to  the  test.  If  thou  art  myself  be 
sure  that  I  slay  thee;  if  thou  art  nought,  be  sure  also. 
But  If  thou  art  myself,  in  the  act  to  slay  thee,  I  perish, 
ajid  if  thou  art  nought  I  slay  myself.  Hold  thou 
there  till  I  require  thee;  hold  thou  there." 

He  summoned  aU  his  forces,  lifted  himself  to  his  fuU 
height,  flicked  up  his  moustachios,  and  smoothed 
down  his  beard.  His  sword  he  flung  to  earth;  but  he 
brushed  down  the  ample  folds  of  his  cloak  with  his 
hand  before  he  flung  the  other  end  of  it  over  his 
shoulder.  This  done,  hat  in  hand,  he  stalked  cere- 
moniously forward  and  stood  proudly  before  the 
flushed  lady  whose  mouth  still  held  the  carnation. 

"O  Nicole,"  he  said,  "O  my  Countess  of  Picpus! 
Has  it  come  to  this  that  thou  passest  me  by?" 

But  she  eyed  him  fiercely.  "How  sayest  thou, 
old  np?"  cried  she.  "How  should  I  be  thy  Count- 
ess of  Picpus,  when  I  am  this  gentleman's?  And 
how  should  thou  be  Count  of  Picpus,  when  he  is  here 
the  Count's  self  of  Picpus,  so  proper  a  man?  Get 
thee  away,  old  fellow,  and  nurse  thy  paunch." 

Captain  Brazenhead,  of  a  leaden-gray  colour  in  the 
face,  turned  from  that  lady,  and  faced  another,  that 
staider  person  who  sat  upon  Madame  de  Picpus' 
nght  hand.  She  did  not  lift  her  eyes  to  him,  but  kept 
them  carefully  upon  her  lap. 

"Dost  thou  remember,  Liperata,  the  cemetery  of 
Sant'  Eustorgio,  and  what  befell  thy  Camus  there?" 
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She  bowed  her  head. 

"Thou  wert,"  he  continued  in  grave  tones,  "a 
man  s  partridge  once,  O  Lipeiata!" 

•'A  true  man's  partridge  stiU  am  I,"  she  said. 
And  who  made  thee  Duchess  of  Milan,  pardie?" 
cried  Captam  Brazenhead  very  wildly      '  *^"  / 
^She  pointed  to  the  stranger.    "Behold  thegentle- 

Captain  Brazenhead  threw  up  his  arms.  Words 
failed  him  quite.  Then  finaUy  he  turned  upon  Mis- 
tress Mallow  where  bold-eyed  she  sat.  "As  for 
hee,  kitchen-wench,"  said  he,  "I  leave  thee  to  thy 
fate  Thou  didst  desert  me  for  this  weed.  Get  thy 
good  from  his  carcase,  for  carrion  shall  he  be." 

With  a  howl  like  that  of  a  wounded  wolf  he 
turned  the  white  of  his  eye  to  the  women,  and  be- 
fore  one  could  be  aware  of  the  cheep  of  a  bird  he 
TOs  upon  the  taU  man.    He,  in  his  turn,  was  aU  too 

T  ^^"^^  V^^^  ^  ^''^"*  a°<J  deadly  grapple. 
Locked  they  swayed  together.  Captain  BrazenhSd's 
teeth  m  the  strange  man's  shoulder,  the  strange  man's 
m  Captam  Brazenhead's.  Round  and  abSut  they 
whirled,  entirely  silent  and  entirely  gripped.    And 

w  f  J  T  '''°*'  """^  ^"^^^  ^""'  ^"<1  ^t  last  so  fast 
that  the  place  seemed  the  vortex  of  great  winds,  with 
a  swirling  mass  of  red  and  yellow  helpless  in  the  cur- 
rent. How  long  this  may  have  endured  I  don't  pre- 
tend to  say:  but  at  last  they  sprang  apart  and  st^ 

Sh  oTh^.    ^   ^         '  ^P"^'  P^°'^^'  S'^™^  at 
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A  second  time  Captain  Brazenhead  howled,  then 
pounced  upon  his  sword,  and  lifting  it,  rushed  upon 
tne  toe.    He,  no  less  prepared,  engaged  at  once,  and 

I'i    7  TuV"^^  °^^  ^  '^'  ^^  ^"'"g  «t^g«  in  some 
glade  of  the  forest.    Their  fuiy  was  such  that  the 

rules  of  Art  were  put  aside;  without  foining  or  guard- 

mg  they  merely  hacked  at  each  other  until  each  was 

f  ^"^ti."  ^^°^'  ^""^  "^'''^^'"  '=o"'d  see  his  foe 
at  au.  Then,  for  a  second  time,  they  paused-  and 
presently  Captain  Brazenhead  spoke 

f  "IJfu  r  T"^'^'  ^  '^^'"  ^^  ^M'  "for  I  have 
fought  the  length  of  this  old  world,  but  never  with  one 

like  thee     Now  mark  me  weU,  that  if  I  die,  thou 

must  needs  die  also;  and  be  sure  that  if  thou  diest 

so  die  I.    For  never  again  shaU  old  Brazenhead  en- 

«LT^  ??  I  ^^f'^f"  ^'  *''°"  "*;  ^^  a"  fighting 
shaU  be  stale,  by  Cock,  that  cometh  after  this.  Have 
at  thee,  drinker,  let  us  die  thirsty  while  we  can  " 

Nothmg  spoke  his  foeman,  but  leaned  upon  his 
sword  watchful  of  the  enemy;  and  then  for  a  third 
and  last  time  Captain  Brazenhead  threw  up  his  chin 
and  howled  long  and  tragicaUy  into  the  sky.  Raising 
then  his  sword  arm,  which  shook  like  aspens  m  the 
wmd,  and  shielding  his  person  with  what  remained 
of  his  cloak,  he  stumbled  forward  heavily  upon  the 
blade  of  the  other  man,  and  thrust  his  own  blade 
with  aU  his  might  clean  through  his  breastbone. 
Ihe  stricken  heroes,  mortally  wounded,  stood,  each 
propped  by  the  other,  staring  upon  the  work  they 
had  done-then  swaying  sideways,  now  this  way 
now  that,  sideways  fell,  and  lay  in  death 


3i6 


THE  LAST  ADVENTURE 


The  terrified  ladies  rose  to  their  feet,  and  shriefcinir 
ran  irom  \he  spot. 

heS'thi"??  theyear  of  grace  1477  Salomon  Brazen- 
head  the  Great,  seventh  son  of  a  seventh  son,  bom 
miraculously  in  the  seventh  month. 
Never  beaten  in  the  field,  but  now  in  this  last 

hSiS  TT  f  ^"^  °^  ^°°^  »>"'  in  favour  of 
himself  as  he  had  now  been,  none  but  his  own  youth, 
It  appears  could  have  slain  him,  nor  any  slam  his 
own  youth  but  himself-a  conclusion  metaphysical 
philosophic,  religious,  and  exact,  and  as  truf  as  S 
i,  the  historian,  sit  here  to  write. 
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m  jts  unblushing  realism,  and  at  the  same  time  so  in- 
stmct  with  sensuous  grace  as  that  which  Mr.  Hewlett 
bis  painted  lot  ni."—fres/mitu/er  GazetU. 

New  Canterbury  Tales 

Including  The  Scrivener'*  Tale  ol  the  Countess  Alys. 

Dan  Costard's  Tale  of  Peridore  and  Paravail, 

Perdval  Perceforest's  Tale  of 

Busenlo  and  Galcotto,  etc. 

12mo.    $1.80 

"  The  stories  are  mediseval  to  the  very  core  and  show 
extraordinary  perception  of  the  inner  life  of  a  distant 
and  alien  age."— 7a<f  Outlook. 

The  Fool  Errant 

12ino.    $1.50 

"  Nothing  else  quite  so  good  hi  its  own  way  has  come 
to  us  since  Charles  Reade  wrote  the  '  Cloister  and  the 
Hearth.'  "—Philadelphia  Ledger. 

"A^ wonderful  creation  which  Mr.  Hewlett  has  never 
■'  -New  York  Times. 
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